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HONEY BUNCH:
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CHAPTER I
A SUPERFINE CIRCUS

"I'M a little upset," said Honey Bunch
sorrowfully.
Mrs. Miller, who was counting the linen
napkins, stopped saying "three-fou rfive-" and turned around.
"Why, Honey Bunch lamb 1" she cried, in
dismay. "Whatever is the matter?"
"I can't find Lady Clare," Honey Bunch
explained. "I've been all over where she likes
to go. She isn't on the back steps and she isn't
in the coal bin, and I looked on top of the
fence and she isn't there."
Mrs. Miller frowned, but that was because
1

2
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'.She had found a spot on one of the very best
napkins.
"Well, you know Lady Clare likes to keep
·her eye on things," said Mrs. Miller. "Now,
I shouldn't wonder if she's gone for a little
,s troll-likely as not she heard that Mrs.
Maltese is having trouble bringing up her
kittens properly, and Lady Clare has gone
-around there to tell her what to do."
Honey Bunch was interested.
"Who is Mrs. Maltese?" she demanded.
"Oh, you know Mrs. Maltese," replied
Mrs. Miller, beginning to let the hot water
run into the tubs. "She's that nice mother
.cat who lives with the Abbot family on the
next block. You must have seen her."
"Yes, I have l" Honey Bunch nodded
,eagerly. "She is a very nice cat. Maybe
Lady Clare did go to see her."
Mrs. Miller glanced out into the yard.
"I don't see Norman Clark on the fence,"
she said. "When that boy isn't around, I always begin to wonder what he is doing. Seen
him lately, Honey Bunch?"
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"N o-o, not for ever so long," Honey Bunch
decided. "I'll go find him and ask him if he
knows where Lady Clare is."
"So do, so do," said Mrs. Miller. "I saw
him tracking past the front of the house when'
I got off the car this morning, Honey Bunch.
He and half a dozen other young Indians
were going over to Teddy Gray's barn, Norman told me."
"So do," said Honey Bunch to herself, as
she went out into the sunshine. "So do-so
do."
Honey Bunch liked to say over and over
words that pleased her. Mrs. Miller often
said something that Honey Bunch liked to
repeat. And after Honey Bunch had learned
pleasant-sounding words from Mrs. Miller
11nd had said them "over and over" why, prestntly all the children on her block would be
;aying the same thing.
"0-hoo, Honey Bunch 1" called a gay littl~
voice.
Honey Bunch turned. A little girl in a
pink frock was running toward her.

HER
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"Honey Bunch t" cried the little girl excitedly, while she was still running. "Honey
Bunch l Do you know what the boys are
doing?"
The pink-frocked little girl was Ida Camp,
and she was Honey Bunch's very dearest
friend.
"Do you know what the boys are doing?" said Ida again. "They're having a
circus l"
Honey Bunch looked very wise indeed.
"Then that's the reason they went over to
Teddy Gray's barn l" she said. "Mrs. Miller.
saw them going. Did you see the circus,
Ida?"
"No, they wouldn't let any one in-Elmer
Gray told me," answered Ida. "But they
were exercising it then, and now they're ready.
We can go in-let's hurry."
"O-hoo, Honey Bunch I" another gay little
voice sounded.
Honey Bunch turned around and looked in
the other direction. Down the street cam@
running a little girl in a yellow dress.
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"It's Anna Martin and she's heard about
the circus," said Honey Bunch calmly.
Anna Martin had heard about the circus.
She was going to it. And she had her doll,
Maud Marie, with her.
"Maude Marie has double joints and she
may go in a circus when she grows up," explained Anna, "so I thought I'd better let her
see a circus before she makes up her mind."
"So do," said Honey Bunch. "And I'll get
Eleanor. Wait for us, Anna?"
Anna promised to wait, and in less than two
minutes Honey Bunch and Ida, very pinkcheeked and quite breathless from running,
were ,back.
Honey Bunch carried her favorite doll in
her arms and Ida had tucked a little china
doll, whose name was Dot, in the pocket of
her sweater.
"None of my other dolls had dresses on,"
Ida confessed, as the three little girls walked
across the vacant lot which lay behind the
Grays' barn. "Honey Bunch always has her
dolls ready to take out."
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"I like to dress them," said Honey Bunch.
"Eleanor is hard on her clothes, but I hope
she'll be more careful when she's a Ii ttle
older."
"There's Elmer Gray,,, Anna whispered.
"What do you suppose he is doing, snooping
around like that?"
They found out as soon as they reached the
door of the barn. Elmer Gray, a tin pie plate
covering most of the buttons on his blouse
and almost all of the small boy inside the
blouse, slid the door gently shut so that on y
a tiny crack was left open.
"You can't come in," he said, not impolitely
but very firmly.
"You said we could," Ida Camp told him.
"You said the circus was through exercising
and we could see it."
"I didn't say 'exercising' -! said we were
rehearsing," said Elmer scornfully. "We
'were through rehearsing when I told you
that, Ida, but something happened and we
had to do some things all over again."
"Who's out there? Oh. hello, Honey

HONEY BUNCH:
HER FIRST TRIP ON THE OCEAN

7

Bunch!" called another boy, opening the
' crack left between the door and the barn a
few more inches.
"Hello, Norman! Can't we see the circus?" Honey Bunch asked eagerly.
"Sure you can-in a minute," said Norman. "We're looking for something. You
can go and get some more people, if you want
to, while you're waiting. Tell them we have
a superfine, extravagant, expensive circus and
we're going to charge folks to see it if it
gets a Ii ttle better. Every one can come for
nothing this morning."
Honey Bunch said she would go and get
~ome more children, but Anna did not want
to go with her.
"I'm afraid the circus will start while we're
gone," said Anna. "You get the others, Honey
Bunch, and I'll watch. If you miss anything
I'll tell you about it when you come back."
"I'm going with Honey Bunch," Ida declared, and she followed her chum back
through the path in the vacant lot.
There were no boys to invite-at least

8
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Honey Bunch and Ida couldn't find any. But
they saw Mary and Fannie Graham and Grace
Winters and Kitty and Cora Williams-all
good friends. When Honey Bunch saw how
delighted they were to be asked to see a circus,
she was very glad she had come to tell them;
she knew they would have been disappointed
if they had heard about the circus after everything was over.
Norman was at the barn door when the
seven little girls came back and he said the
expensive and extravagant circus had waited
for them.
"We've got box seats for you, too," said
Norman proudly. "I don't know whether
Anna will fit in or not, but the rest of you
will."
As soon as they went inside the barn-which
belonged to Teddy Gray's father and which
had been used as a play-place by the boys of
the neighborhood for several years-Honey
Bunch and Ida knew why they had not been
able to find any boys to invite to the circus;
they were already there.
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"Oh, my!" sighed Honey Bunch in perfect
h _appiness.
.. It was exciting. First, they had to get into
their box seats, and these were nice clean packing boxes from the grocery store arranged in
a neat row. Honey Bunch tucked herself int~
one nicely and so did Ida and the little
Graham sisters. But Anna Martin was too
fat and Kitty Williams had such long legs
they refused to go in a short box.
"Well, I suppose you can sit on top if you
have to," said Norman. "But you can't say
you have a box seat if you sit on top."
Anna and Kitty and Grace said they would
sit on top of their boxes and Cora squeezed
herself into the box next to Ida.
"There isn't room for yourl doll, Honey
Bunch," said Norman, when his audience
was finally settled. "You'd better let me put
1- her against this post; she can see fine from
' there."
Honey Bunch let Norman take Eleanor,
and he propped her up against a post where
ehe smiled pleasantly and seemed to be ask-

IO
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ing when the circus was going to · begin.
"Ladies and gentlemen," said Norma n
Clark, making a very low bow, "I have thethe-ho nor-no , the pleasu re-to show you ·
the greatest animal parade you've ever seen. ,
It will begin in a minute."
"So do," Honey Bunch murmu red politely.
"You mustn't say anything," warned Norman. "The animals are kind of scary, and if
you even cough, you may scare them off."
"Scare them off!" Anna Martin repeated.
"Why, there's no place for them to go off,
unless it's on us!"
But the parade had started and Norma n
could not waste words arguing about something that might never happen .
"Toot I Toot!" sounded a trumpe t, and out
from under the hay loft came the marvelous
parade.
"A monkey!" shrieked Cora William s, for' getting to keep still. "Look, Honey Bunch,
:there's a monke y-a real, live monkey I"
Well, and so there was! Honey Bunch was
:10 surprise d she simply stared. She had been
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to other circus parades in this barn, but the
boys had never had a monkey before!
"I don't see where they ever got a monkey I"
whispered Anna Martin.
Norman was leading the monkey by a string
and after him came the other circus animals.
There was a most ferocious and imposing lion
-he would have been quite perfect only he
would insist on wagging his tail and beaming
affectionately at the audience.
"That's because he is Teddy Gray's King
and he knows us," said Honey Bunch wisely.
Behind King-who was a Newfoundland
dog, when he wasn't a lion-came a South
American llama, who looked very much like
a white poodle. After the llama marched a
jungle tiger with the greenest eyes and the
handsomest striped coat you could wish to
see.
"That's Elmer Gray's cat," said Honey
Bunch. "She isn't half as pretty as my darling Lady Clare. "I don't see where Lady
Clare could have gone t"
But before Ida could say anything to com-

12
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fort her, Honey Bunch saw something that
made her stand up in her soap box and scream
excitedly at Norman Clark.
"Norman! Norman 1 Norman!" shrieked
Honey Bunch, trying to climb out of the
box. "Quick! Quick! The monkey is stealing Eleanor!"
Honey Bunch fell over the side of her
box, and Ida, trying to get out of her box, fell
over Honey Bunch. The boys began to
shout and call to the monkey and the girls
tried to help Honey Bunch and Ida so that,
for several minutes, circus animals, boys,
girls, and dolls were sadly mixed.

CHAPTER II
BAD PEPITA

"ARE you hurt, Honey Bunch?" asked

Norman, finally coming to the rescue of his
audience.
Some of them were still in· their boxes beca use they were wedged in too tightly to be
able to climb out in a hurry.
"I'm all right," said Honey Bunch, rubbing
her chubby knees where the edge of the box
had scraped them. "I'm all right, but I have
to have Eleanor. Lady Clare is lost and now
Eleanor is lost, too."
Norman looked a little queer. He seemed
about to say something, and then he hesitated.
"Well-" he said. "Well, I guess we can .
find your doll, Honey Bunch. Come on, fel-,
ows, we have to get Honey Bunch's doll back·
for her."
Out from die batn streamed a procession of 1
18
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thildren and wildly barking dogs. Up to that
moment they had not been quite sure that
: the monkey had taken the doll-he was so
'Jittle and quick and he had shot out of the
barn door while they were still hunting for
him in the shadowy corners of the barn.
"There he isl" cried Norman . "I see him
over by that tree. Come on, fellows!"
The monkey saw Norman , too, and chatter..
ing loudly, started to run. He carried
Eleanor under one arm, and it was marvelous
the speed such a little creature could make
with the doll, almost as tall as he was, as a
burden.
Norman Clark and Paul Niles were the best
runners and they kept ahead. After them
came the other boys and the little girls.
Honey Bunch and Ida ran hand in hand, and
,Honey Bunch's yellow curls bobbed up and
[down, while her face was as pink as Ida's
·pink dress.
If you know Honey Bunch, you've probably
read the first book about her which is "Honey
Bunch: Just a Little Girl," and then you snow.
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that her real name was Gertrude Marion
Morton and that she was called "Honey
Bunch" by every one who knew her.
Honey Bunch lived with her mother and 1
father in a town called Barham and she was a :
\Tery busy little girl indeed. And all the ·
things she did, and all the things that interested her, interested Lady Clare, too. Lady
Clare was the beautiful black cat who lived
with Honey Bunch. Lady Clare and Honey
Bunch had good times together and you may
have read of their experiences in the books
before this one. For Honey Bunch had lively
cousins to visit and to visit her, and she made
a garden, and learned something new almost
every day.
.. _ She went automobiling with her daddy and
her mother, and then Lady Clare went visiting, too-only she visited kind Mrs. Miller,
the washerwoman, who loved the cat almost
as much as Honey Bunch did. Once Lady
Clare was lost-that was when Honey Bunch
went motor camping with daddy and mother.
,We've told you about that in the book ju5i

16

HONEY BUNCH:
HER FIRST TRIP ON THE OCEAN

before this one, called "Honey Bunch: Her
First Auto Tour."
. Honey Bunch had not been home very long
from this trip when she missed Lady Clare
again. It was the morning Mrs. Miller came
to wash. And that morning happened to be
the very morning you've been reading about7
so now we're just where we were before and
you're acquainted with Honey Bunch Morton.
"Catch him!" Norman shouted, as he ran
after the monkey. "Catch him I Hey, catch
the monkey 1"
Paul Niles crossed over and ran onl the
other side of the street, for the monkey darted
back and forth. People on the street, hearing
the noise and seeing all the children and the
dogs running in one direction, wondered if
there was a fire and where it could be.
"I don't hear the engines, do you?" one old
lady asked, putting her head out of the parlor
window in her house.
"Catch him!" Norman kept shouting.
"Catch him I"
Suddenly the monkey darted across the

HoNEY BuNcH:
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street-Honey Bunch had a glimpse of
Eleanor's pretty blue dress dragging in the
dust-and then he disappeared.
"He's gone into the cobbler shop!" the boys
screamed. "He's gone into the cobbler shop!"
The children gathered in a little crowd at
the top of the stone steps which led down into
the basement shop of Mr. Benito, who was the
cobbler in Barham. He mended shoes and
he put on rubber heels and he would also
make "all new shoes" as Elmer Gray said, if
people should wish shoes made for them.
"Look out!" cried Honey Bunch~ pulling
Ida back from the steps.
The monkey had climbed up on the bench
in the center of the room, and now he hurled
the doll straight at the crowd of children.
Norman caught Eleanor skillfully, but a pair
of shoes, which the monkey had grabbed from
a pile waiting to be mended, came flying out
next and struck Teddy Gray on the elbow.
"Look out-look out I He's throwing more
things-I" cried Anna Martin, backing away.
A handful of leather scraps flew up the

.18
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stairway and the monkey made a frightful
face. He had one of the cobbler's tools in his
hands and he might have thrown that in another minute, if Mr. Benito had not come out
of a back room where he was eating his noon
dinner.
"What's the mat?" the cobbler asked, taking
the angry little monkey in his arms and soothing it gently.
That was the way the cobbler talked. Norman Clark thought it was a splendid way to
talk-he told his' mother it saved a great deal
of time. Norman wanted to say "mat" instead of "matter," and "Where is da din?"
instead of "Where is the dinner?"
But Norman's mother wouldn't let him.
She said that no one should be too busy to
speak English and that MrJ Benito didn't
speak that way to save time, but only because
English was a new language to him. Norman's mother said she was sure that Mr.
Benito didn't cut his Italian words in
half.
"He took Honey Bunch's doll, Mr. Benito,",

lloNEY li UN en:
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Norman explained to the cobbler. "He
grabbed it and ran away with it."
"But he didn't hurt Eleanor," added Honey
Bunch quickly. "She isn't hurt the least little
bit; he is a nice monkey to carry her so care- <
fully and not hurt her."
Mr. Benito smiled. He patted the monkey
softly and the queer little creature nestled up
against him and peeped out at the children
over the cobbler's strong brown arm.
"Pepita a good monk," said Mr. Benito.
"I think too man-too many boys scare him
off."
Honey Bunch thought so, too.
"He isn't used to being in a circus, I guess,"
she agreed politely.
"Well, thank you very much for lending
him to us," said Norman. "He didn't stay
long enough for us to have the circus, but he
was in the parade. Thank you very much,
Mr. Benito."
The cobbler smiled and the monkey
scrambled out of his arms and ran up on his
shoulder.

.20
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'Good-bye, Pepita l" called Honey Bunch.
"Good-bye, Pepita 1" the other children
echoed.
Then they started home and Honey Bunch
carried Eleanor, who wasn't hurt at all, as she
had said, but whose frock was rumpled and
dirty in spots.
"Let's go back to the barn," Norman Clark
suggested.
"We could have the circus without the
monkey, couldn't we?" said Elmer Gray
hopefully.
"No, we couldn't," Norman told him.
"You have to have some extra good animals
to have a circus. There's the monkey gone
and the panther escaped and I guess by this
time the jungle tiger has gone, too."
Anna Martin giggled.
"I saw that cat climbing up to the top wini
,dow in the barn when you were chasing the
monkey," she said. "I don't believe you can
get her down till she wants to come."
"I didn't see any panther," Ida Camp 'de-dared. "I didn't see any panther in the
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parade. Did you see any panther, Honey
Bunch?"
"No-o," said Honey Bunch thoughtfully.
Norman turned a Ii ttle red.
"Of course you didn't see any panilier," he
said. "The monkey scared that away before
you came. Only it was really Elmer's fault.
I told him to hold Lady Clare tight and he
forgot and let her jump out of the cage."
Honey Bunch was so surprised she almost
dropped Eleanor, but she remembered in
time.
"Lady Clare?" she stammered. "Why,
Lady Clare is lost! I've been hunting everywhere for her, Norman ."
"Well, I don't believe she is lost much,"
Norman replied, trying to speak cheerfully.
"I don't think a cat can be lost much, Honey
Bunch. Elmer was holding her in the cage
we made for her and I was fastening the door
when the monkey jumped right on top of the
cage and knocked it over."
"Yes, and it's all right to talk about holding
~ cat," said Elmer resentfully. "But I guess

22
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if you ever tried to hold a cat that scratched
and spit and clawed the way Lady Clare
did, you'd let her go fast enough. You
can see where she scratched me on my .
hands."
He held up his hands and Honey Bunch
saw long red scratches across the backs of
them.
Honey Bunch was still puzzled, though.
"I don't exactly see," she told Norman,
"whe~e you got Lady Clare to put her in a
circus."
But Norman knew.
"She was on the back fence," he said. "I
thought you wouldn't mind if I borrowed her,
Honey Bunch. Lady Clare looks almost
exactly like a panther and I thought you
wouldn't care. You weren't anywhere around,
or I would have asked you."
"I don't think you ought to take Honey
Bunch's cat without asking," declared Cora
Williams.
"Oh, Norman lives next door, so that's all
right," Honey Bunch explained. "He uses
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HER FIRST TRIP ON THE

23

OCEAN

most of my things. Only I don't see where
,Lady Clare is now."
"She's around," answered Norman.
"She went out of the barn like a streak of
lightning," Elmer Gray said. "I watched her
till she was out of sight and she was still running. But cats never get lost, Honey Bunch.
Lady Clare will be home as soon as she is
hungry-you see if she isn't."
So Honey Bunch said she was going straight
home instead of stopping at the barn. Ida
Camp went with her, but when they reached
the house Mrs. Miller was hanging out
clothes in the yard and had not seen Lady
Clare.
r<N o, dear, I haven't seen her, either," said
Mrs. Morton, when Honey Bunch asked her.
"But I wouldn't worry, if I were you; Lad)
Clare has been lost before and she always
comes home."
, This was true. Lady Clare had been lost
several times and Honey Bunch had worried
about her, but the wise black cat had always
come safely home.
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Perhaps she isn't hungry yet," said Honey
Bunch hopefully.
However, when Daddy Morton came home
to dinner that night-and he was hungryHoney Bunch went out once more in the yard
to see if she could call Lady Clare. Any cat
ought to be hungry by this time, thought
Honey Bunch.
She didn't find her pet, but as she came into
the dining-room she heard her mother speaking to her daddy.
"I've always wanted to visit Bermuda,"
said Honey Bunch's mother.
'

1

CHAPT ER III
WHERE IS BERMUDA?

climbed up into her chair
-it was a rather large chair for a small girl,
but Honey Bunch liked it because it made her
feel grown up, she said-an d Daddy Morton
smiled at her.
"Well, how's my best daughter ?" he asked.
Honey Bunch was the only daughter her
father and mother had. So of course she was
always their best daughter. Daddy Morton
said she was the best daughter in all the world,
and Honey Bunch knew he was the nicest
daddy, so you see they loved each other dearly.
"Lady Clare is lost/' said Honey Bunch
J
sadly.
But when Daddy Morton heard about the
circus, he laughed and he said he was sure
that Lady Clare would come home safely.
"She likes new experiences and she probably
HONEY BUNCH

,,
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thinks a little rest and change is due her after
being in a circus," explained Daddy. "I think
almost any one who had to be a panther in a 1
boys' circus would need a little rest and
I
change."
puton,
"Now there's Mother -" he went
ting rich brown gravy on Honey Bunch's
potato, just as she liked it best. "There's
mother who hasn't had to act in a circus, and
yet she needs a rest and a change.,,
Honey Bunch looked at her mother.
"Do you, Mother? " she asked.
"Daddy is teasing us," said Mrs. Morton,
smiling. "We are talking about going to Bermuda, Honey Bunch."
Honey Bunch knew something about Bermuda.
"Mrs. Miller dotes on Bermud a onions,"
she told her family. "She says they're very
nourishing."
"So they are," agreed Daddy Morton. "At
this moment I can think of nothing more
nourishi ng than a large and juicy Bermud a
onion."
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"Oh, David l" Mrs. Morton protested.
r "When there are such lovely things in Bermuda, why must we talk about onions? Why
,not speak of the beautiful Easter lilies of Bermuda?"
Daddy Morton laughed, and Honey Bunch
knew he was still teasing. He loved to tease.
"Where'bouts is Bermuda?" asked Honey ·
Bunch.
"I'm glad my daughter can be sensible,"
said Mrs. Morton, but she laughed, too, as
she looked across the table at Daddy Mor ..
ton.
"Bermuda is an island, dear-a beautiful
island, miles away from Barham. Would
you like to go, Honey Bunch?"
((Oh, yes," said Honey Bunch. "Let's go,
Mother, in the car."
Mrs. Morton laughed at that. She ext plained that an island was surrounded by
)water and that there was no way of reaching
it by automobile.
"Some islands, like New York City, can be
:reached by bridges or by tunneh;," said Mrs.

28
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Morton. "But Bermuda is too far out in the
ocean."
"And, anyway," added Daddy Morton, ,
"no automobiles are allowed there, Honey
Bunch. You'd better say good-bye to our car
when we sail, for you will not see a single
automobile while you are in Bermuda."
"Norman Clark would like to go there,"
Honey Bunch said. "He could play ball in
the street. His mother won't let him play
ball in the street now, because she is afraid he
will be run over by an automobile."
"Oh, Norman wouldn't like it in Bermuda," Daddy Morton declared. "There
woudln't be any back fence for him to sit on
there."
Honey Bunch giggled, and Mrs. MortoQ.
said:
"David I How you do talk I"
"How do you suppose we get to Bermuda,
Honey Bunch?" asked her mother, after she
had refilled Daddy's coffee cup.
"On a ferryboat?" Honey Bunch guessed,
remembering the ferryboat she had seen when
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she had been in New York visiting her cousin
Tess.
"We go on a boat, but not a ferryboat,"
replied Mrs. Morton. "A ferryboat could
never make such a long trip."
"I think it will be fun," said Honey Bunch
cheerfully. "Let's go to Bermuda."
The dessert that night was chocolate pudding with whipped cream and that made
Honey Bunch forget about Bermuda. You
really can not think of things very far awaynot even beautiful islands-when you are eating chocolate pudding and whipped cream
that stands up like a crown on top.
But after dinner, when she was playing her
chicken game on the floor of the living-room,
Honey Bunch remembered about Bermuda.
The chicken game was one she had loaned
to Norman Clark while she was away, and
Norman had lost some of the counters. But
Honey Bunch assured him it made the game
better than ever for with some of the counters
go.ae, she could play it a different way every
time. Honey Bunch thought it was much
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more exciting to play a game a new way each
time, and perhaps it was. She could play the
chicken game all by herself with those rules,
though the directions called for at least two
players. But then, Honey Bunch never cared
much for the directions that came with her
games-sh e had more fun playing diem the
new ways she invented.
"I think," she said slowly, twirling the
pointer and watching to see if it stopped on
the red or green square, "it will be very interesting to go to Bermuda. I never rocked
up and down."
"Y(?U don't expect Bermuda to rock up and
down, I hope?" said her daddy. "I really
couldn't be quite happy in a place that rocked
up and down."
"I meant the boat," Honey Bunch explained. "I'd like to rock up and down on
.a boat."
Daddy Morton admitted that the boat
might rock up and down, and then Mrs. Morton said she didn't want to be on that kind of
.a boat at all.
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"Oh, but, Mother I" said Honey Bunch.
"Oh, but, Mother, think how lovely it will be:
to be seasick I"
Mrs. Morton dropped her sewing.
"Seasick!" she exclaimed.
Honey Bunch forgot to notice on whicli
color the pointer had stopped.
"Don't we go on the ocean?" she asked disappointedly.
"Why, yes, dear, of course we go on the
ocean, if we go to Bermuda," said her mother.
"Well, then, if we go on the ocean maybe
we'll all have a chance to be seasick, so that's
all right," Honey Bunch replied, and she
looked so contented her daddy reached down
and lifted her into his lap.
"Now what in the world is going on under
that yellow hair of yours, I wonder?" he said.
"What do you know about being seasick,
Honey Bunch?"
Honey Bunch sat up very straight indeed.
"I kQ.OW lots about it," she declared. "When
you're seasick, you can't eat anything but icecream and ice-cream sodas, and you can hav~
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all you want of them, because they're so good
·
for you."
1
''Well, well, and to think I never knew
that l" said Daddy Morton.
But Mrs. Morton looked as puzzled as
Honey Bunch had when she first heard that
she might go to Bermuda.
"Who told you that, Honey Bunch?" asked
her mother. "Who said that a seasick person
may have all the ice-cream he wants?"
"Norman Clark told me," said Honey
Bunch. "Ever so long ago. He knew a boy
whose aunt had a little boy who went to
Europe, and he ate ice-cream all the time he
was seasick. Playing with the chicken game
reminded me of Norman, and when I remembered Norman, I thought about the little
boy."
"I see," smiled Mrs. Morton. "Well, dear,
if I were you, I wouldn't think about being
seasick. It isn't a pleasant experience at all,
and I am afraid all the ice-cream on the ship
wouldn't make up for the unhappy feelings
you'd have to endure."
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So Honey Bunch said she wouldn't think
about being seasick, but only about going to
Bermuda.
Bright and early the next morning she was
out in the yard, ready to tell Ida Camp the
great news.
Lady Clare had not come back, and though
Honey Bunch tried her best to be cheerful,.
she couldn't help worrying a little. Mrs.
Miller, who had come to do the ironing,
said she was sure Lady Clare would come
home before very long. She reminded
Honey Bunch that the cat had stayed
away several weeks while Honey Bunch and
her daddy and her mother were taking their
automobile trip. Honey Bunch had worried
that time, but Lady Clare had finally come
home.
"Cats can take care of themselves," said
kind Mrs. Miller earnestly. "Just don't you
worry, Honey Bunch, and before y~ know
it, you'll hear Norman Clark and Lady
Clare talking to each other on the back
fence."
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Honey Bunch had not been looking for
Lady Clare long when she saw Ida Camp
coming through the side gate.
"Hello, Honey Bunch," said Ida. "I have
to go to the store for my mother, and I thought
perhaps you'd go with me."
Of course Honey Bunch would go. Ida
went with her to the store when she
'(Honey Bunch) had an errand to do for her
mother and Honey Bunch went with Ida
when Ida had an errand to do for her mother.
Two little girls can do an errand much better
than one little girl, you know.
"Ida," said Honey Bunch as she and Ida
walked along the sunny street, "we're going
to Bermuda."
"Oh, my 1" Ida said first, and then she said!
"Where is Bermuda, Honey Bunch?"
"It's an ~sland," Honey Bunch answered,
,"Mother said so. Miles and miles away from
;here."
· "Oh-oo, Honey Bunch l" called some one.
They turned, and there was Cora Williatlll
running down the street.
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"I have to go to the store for my mother,"
panted Cora, when she had caught up with
Honey Bunch and Ida. "Where are you going?"
"Honey Bunch is going to Bermuda, " said
Ida importantly.
"How perfectly lovely l" Cora cried. "I
hope you have a wonderful time, Honey
Bunch."
So now there were three little girls to go to
the store, and if two little girls can do an
errand nicely, three can surely do it still
better.
Of course Honey Bunch and Ida and Cora
talked about Bermuda all the way to the store
and even while Mr. Edmonds, the grocer, was
wrapping up a loaf of bread for Ida's mother
and weighing out three and a half pounds of
sugar for ,.,Cora's mother.
"Where is Bermuda, Mr. Edmonds? " asked
Ida, when she had her package.
"Do you mean to tell me you don't know
where Bermuda is?" Mr. Edmonds said, look_ing at her over the top of his glasses. "I'm
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surprised at you, Ida Camp. Have you a map
,in your house?"
' "Yes-s-s, sir, in my big brother's geography
book," stammered Ida.
"Then you'd better look up Bermuda on
the map," Mr. Edmonds said. "Look it up
and then, next time. you'll be able to tell me
where it is."
"Hurry up," said Ida to Honey Bunch and
Cora. ''Let's look up Bermuda on the map in
Ned's geography."
And pell-mell up the street, ran three little
girls who were determined to find out where
Bermuda was.

CHAPTE R IV
GEOGRAPHY IS A HELP

"FIRST, let's stop and see if Lady Clare ha~

come back," said Honey Bunch, as she and
Ida came to the Morton house.
Mrs. Morton was in the yard tying up a
vine, and she was sure that Lady Clare had
not yet come home.
"I haven't seen her, darling," she said to
Honey Bunch. "What have you and Ida and
Cora been doing to get so out of breath?"
"We hurried, Mother," answered Honey
Bunch. "Ida's brother has a geography and
we're going to find Bermuda on the map."
"Then you want to be sure and look up
Hamilton, too," Mrs. Morton said, smiling at
the three eager little faces. "You know Bermuda isn't all one town or city, Honey Bunch.
It isn't even one island. There are several,
and our ship will take us to a place called
87
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Hamilton. Daddy has to see a man there
about some business matters and he thinks you
and I should go with him to help him enjoy
the trip. It would be nice if we could take,1
Ida and Cora with us, wouldn't it, Honey!
Bunch?"
"Oh, yes! And Kitty 'and Anna and Mary
and Fannie and Grace and Norman and
Elmer-and everybody I" suggested Honey
Bunch.
"I guess your father would be sorry he went
on the ship," Ida said. "Come on over to my
house, Honey Bunch, and look at the geography."
But when they were out on the street again,
they found three or four boys sitting along the
sidewalk with their backs against Honey
Bunch's fence.
"Hello, Honey Bunch! Where you going?" asked Norman Clark.
"Over to Ida's house to look at the
map in her brother's geography and see ,~
where Bermuda is," Honey Bunch replied•
patiently.
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Cora Williams laughed and said she
sounded like "The House That Jack Built."
"Why do you want to know where Bermuda
is?" demanded Norman.
"We're going there I" Honey Bunch pranced
up and down at the happy thought.
"To Bermuda? Are you going to Bermuda? Say, Honey Bunch, when are you
going? Can I come see you go? How long
will you stay?" and Norman had to stop then
to take breath, but Honey Bunch could see
that just as soon as he was rested he had more
questions he meant to ask.
"Honestly are you going to Bermuda,
Honey Bunch?" asked Elmer Gray.
"Yes, I am," Honey Bunch assured him.
"Where's Bermuda?" asked Teddy Gray.
Ida looked disgusted. She was usually
,,, the quietest of little girls and very, very pati•
"ent. But here she had been trying for the
•last "hundred hours," she said, to get Honey
Bunch to come and look at the map and see
where Bermuda was, and apparently they
were no nearer the map than they had been
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in the grocery store. And every single per~
son they met kept asking where Bermuda
wast
"We're going to look it up on the map,"
said Ida. "That is, if we don't have to stay
here all day and talk."
''Come on, fellows," Norman Clark said,
standing up. "Let's all go and look at the
map."
Ida made her company wait on the front
porch. She wasn't sure that her mother
would like seven children to go running
through her house. Ida knew she wouldn't
mind Honey Bunch and Cora, but Elmer and
Teddy Gray and Norman Clark and Albert
Barnes did not always remember to be quiet
in a house.
"Here's the book," said Ida, coming out in
a few minutes with a fat and wide geography
book. Her brother Ned had used it in pri- 1
mary school, and though he went to high I
school now, he had always kept it in his
room.
"I don't see how you can look up Bermuda
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if you don't know where it is," said _Cora
doubtfully .
"Mr. Edmonds said you could," Honey
Bunch murmured .
"You sit down and hold the book, Honey
Bunch, because you're the one who's going," said Ida. "We can look over your
shoulders. "
Honey Bunch sat down on the porch floor
and Ida put the heavy book in her lap. Then
the others got down on their knees and looked
over each others' shoulders.
"Where do I look?" Honey Bunch asked,
turning the pages.
''Well-I think Bermuda is in the Atlantic
Ocean," said Norman Clark, but he didn't
sound very certain of it.
"Where'bo uts in the Atlantic Ocean?" Ida
asked promptly.
"Oh-the middle, probably," answered
Norman.
But Honey Bunch couldn't find the Atlantic
Ocean at all, let alone the middle of it.
"Here-le t me," said Elmer Gray. "I
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know where the Atlantic Ocean is. There,
that's it."
He had found a full-page map and Honey
Bunch was very glad to see it. She knew
Florida when she saw it, and this map showed
Florida plainly.
"Is that Florida?" asked Cora, when Honey
Bunch showed it to her. "I thought that was
Italy."
"Well, they do look something alike-on
maps," Ida said. "I've often noticed it.
Anyway, that must be the Atlantic Ocean, but
I don't see any Bermuda-do yous Honey
Bunch?"
Honey Bunch shook her head.
"It's an island," she said, looking hopefully
at Norman.
"There's lots ot islands around," declared
Elmer, who seemed to know a great deal about
geography. "New York is an island."
"Mother said Bermuda is too far for ferry!
boats to go," Honey Bunch remembered.
"Oh, look-there's Bermuda 1" suddenly ~
shouted Norman, who had been lookin~
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closely at the map. "Look! It says Bermuda
Islands I Is that where you're going, Honey
Bunch?"
"Does it say 'Hamilton'?" inquired Honey
Bunch. "Daddy has to go to Hamilton to
see a inan about business matters."
''Yep-yes," said Norman, recollecting that
his mother had asked him not to say "yep."
"There's Hamilton. But I don't see how you
get there, Honey Bunch."
Honey Bunch began to feel like an experi ..
enced traveler.
"We go on a boat," she announced with
dignity.
"On an ocean liner?" asked Cora, her eyes
very round and large.
"No, of course it won't be an ocean liner,
silly," Elmer said. "They'll go in a motor
boat. It isn't so very far."
Norman had been reading the fine print at
the side of the map and now he laughed.
"It says Bermuda is six hundred and sixtysix miles from New York, Elmer," cried
Norman ....... "I never heard of any one going
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six hundred and sixty-six miles in a motor
boat."
"They could if they wanted to," Elmer
insisted. "I heard about a man who went
around the world in a motor boat-so
there!"
"I guess you go to Bermuda in a sailboat,"
said Ida gently. "Here are pictures of some."
But Albert Barnes was sure no one could
sail six hundred and sixty-six miles-he said
it was too far.
"Those boats you see in pictures are already
there," Albert declared. "Like the boats
people had at the island where we were last
summer; they didn't come to the island in
them, but they went sailing in them every day
from the wharf."
"Well, Daddy will know," said Honey
Bunch contentedly. "We go in some kind of
a boat-I'll tell you as soon as I find out." I,
"We'll all come see you off," Norman ,
promised her. "Once my cousin Fred went
to see some people sail-I forgot where they
were going-and they let him go all over the
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ship, and they had charlotte russe fot lunch,
right on board l"
"But Honey Bunch can't go to Bermuda
from here," protested Teddy Gray.
"Why not? Where does she go 'f rom?"
demanded Norman, who was famous for asklng questions.
"I don't know exactly where," Teddy answ~red. "But you know yourself that there
are no boats around Barham. Where do you
go to get a boat for Bermuda, Honey Bunch?"
"I-I don't know," confessed Honey
Bunch. "I'll ask Daddy."
But Mrs. Camp came out just then and they
asked her instead.
"Bermuda?" said Mrs. Camp. "Why,
Honey Bunch dear, what a wonderful trip you
will have I And what a wise little girl you
will be one of these days when you have been
to all these beautiful places 1"
"Can't we all go and see Honey Bunch go '
to Bermuda, Mrs. Camp?" Norman asked. '
"And see the ship and eat lunch and things
like that-can't we?"
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Mrs. .Camp laughed and said she was afraid

1

not.
"Honey Bunch will have to go to New
York before she can get a ship that will take
her to Bermuda, Norman," Ida's mother explained. "And I don't see how you children
could take that long trip. I'm afraid you'll
have to wait till Honey Bunch comes home
and then she will tell us all about everything
she has seen."
"And I'll send you postal cards and everything," said Honey Bunch earnestly. "And if
they have charlotte russe, Norman, I'll save
you some!"
That very night Honey Bunch found out
that one does not go to Bermuda in a motor
boat, or in a sailboat, either.
"On one of the big ocean liners?" repeated
Daddy Morton when she asked him that.
"Dear, no-at least, not one of the very
largest. You see, Honey Bunch, it takes us
only two days to go to Bermuda-it isn't like
crossing the ocean. We'll be at Hamilton
.almost before you have time to explore the
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ship. Perhaps you won't even have time to·
be seasick I" Daddy Morton laughed at that,
for he thought Norman's idea of seasickness
was a joke.
So the next day Honey Bunch told the chil~
dren on Grove Street that she was going to ;
Bermuda in a ship, but not on one of the
largest ocean liners.
"So perhaps they wouldn't have charlotte
russe for lunch, if you did come to see us,
Norman," said Honey Bunch.
"I wouldn't mind seeing a Bermuda ship,"·
Norman answered, but he cheered up when
Honey Bunch promised to bring him something special from Bermuda.
"And I wish you'd find Lady Clare for
me," added Honey Bunch. "I want her to
come home before we go, so Mrs. Miller can
take her home with her."
Norman promised to hunt for the cat, and
all the boys helped him. The girls who knew
Honey Bunch promised to help, too, but they;
seemed to be busy about something else. '
Honey Bunch didn't notice, for she was busy
1
·
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herself. She was helping her mother pack
and she helped her daddy, too, for she went
downtown with him and watched him buy
for New York, and the ticket agent
1tickets
told her that he had been to Bermuda and he
knew she wouldn't want to come home.
"But I will," said Honey Bunch to her
mother. "I will want to come home. I like
to come home and live in our house."
Mrs. Morton said she did, too, and then, as
the door-bell rang and she had just started to
pack their steamer trunk, she asked Honey
Bunch if she wouldn't go down to the door.
Honey Bunch hurried downstairs, but before she reached the door she could see
through the lace curtain on the glass panel
that there was no one there. Some one had
been thete though-some one who had rung
the bell and thrust a little long white envelope
under the door.
Honey Bunch picked up the envelope and
galloped upstairs.
"It's a letter, Mother!" she cried excitedly.
"Why, it is for you," said Mrs. Morton,
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reading the name on the envelope. "This is
a note for you, dear. Can you read it?"
Honey Bunch could read printing- when
she wasn't in a hurry. This time she was in
a great hurry-sh e wanted to know what the
letter said.
"I'll read it to you," offered her mother,
taking out the folded piece of note-paper
inside the envelope.
"Why, it's an invitation 1" she said, as soon
as she unfolded it.

~HAPTER V,
AN INVITATION
HONEY BUNCH looked pleased!

"Is it a party, Mother?" she questioned.
' 'Is it a party invitation?''
"I'll read it to you," said her mother, smil•
ing.
" 'The presence of Miss Honey Bunch
Morton,' she read, 'is requested on Wednesday
afternoon, at half past three, at the home of
Miss Ida Camp, 44 Grove Street.'"
"Oh-myl" said Honey Bunch. "And Ida
wrote it herself-I can tell on account of the
blots."
Ida had written the invitation, and though
she had been just as careful as she could be,
some of the ink had spilled and made
~mudges. But, as Honey Bunch declared, all
50
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of the words were plain and a few blots on
the paper didn't make any difference.
"It doesn't say it is a party, but I think it
is," said Honey Bunch when she had the
letter safely in her blouse pocket-sh e meant
to go down to the laundry presently and show
it to Mrs. Miller.
"Yes, I think it is, too. And I know some
one who has a pretty dress to wear," said Mrs.
Morton.
Honey Bunch hopped over a little footstool
on her way to the door.
"Isn't it exciting?" she bubbled happily.
"Isn't it fun, Mother, to be going to a party
and Bermuda, too?"
Then Honey Bunch went downstairs and
showed her invitation to Mrs. Miller and
Mrs. Miller said it made her think of a party
and nothing else.
"You mark my words, Honey Bunch-"
said Mrs. Miller, ironing a white ruffle and
making the little lace edge stand up so
prettily. "You mark my words, Ida is going
. to have a party."

1
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"And of course she'd ask me," Honey
Bunch replied. "Ida always asks me to her
parties. I'm going to wear my blue dress
with the white dots, Mrs. Miller. And I'll
mark my words, too."
Mrs. Miller chuckled. She and Honey
Bunch enjoyed long conversations together
and they thought alike about a great many
things.
Ida's party was the very next day and
Honey Bunch thought she would go out in
the yard and tell Norman Clark where she
was going. He might want her to bring some
cake home to him-he often did and Honey
Bunch never forgot to put a small cake in her
pocket for him, if she had a pocket and if she
could take the cake with out seeming to be
greedy.
There was one good thing about Normanyou always knew where to find him. If he
. was not off playing with the boys, he would
be on the back fence. He spent hours and
hours, sitting on the back fence. When Lady
~!are was home she usually sat on the back
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fence, too, and every time Norman kicked
his heels against the boards, the cat would
open her eyes and look indignant.
Norman was on the back fence now, and he
waved to Honey Bunch as he saw her come
down the steps.
"You haven't seen Lady Clare, have you?"
asked Honey Bunch.
Each time she saw Norman she remembered
that he had "borrowed" her cat for his circus,
and it did seem to Honey Bunch that he
might find Lady Clare and bring her home.
"No, Honey Bunch, I haven't seen Lady
Clare," said Norman regretfully. "But she's
all right-you don't have to worry."
"I'm going to a party," Honey Bunch told
him. ''Ida Camp sent me an invitation. The
party is to-morrow afternoon, at her house."
"I hope you'll have a good time," said
Norman.
Honey Bunch stared at him. At first she
didn't know what the trouble was, but in a
moment she understood. Norman hadn't
asked her a single question l He d1dn't want
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to know what time the party was to be; he
hadn't asked Honey Bunch to bring him any
cake; he didn't even say, "Who else is in.
vited?"
"I thought I'd tell you about it," Honey
Bunch said, wondering if anything could be
the matter with Norman. "I'll tell you all
about it when I come home to-morrow," she
added.
But Norman merely said, "All right," and
asked Honey Bunch if she had a picture of
"the Bermuda ship.''
"I thought perhaps your father had one in
a book," explained Norman, when Honey
Bunch said she had no picture.
You couldn't call Norman a very interesting person to talk to as long as he acted this
way, so H vney Bunch went in to help her
mother with the packing.
There was a new and shiny trunk which
Mrs. Morton called a "steamer trunk," and
,when Honey Bunch wanted to know why it
was long and not "thick through" like the
trunk they had taken to New York when they
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went to visit Bobby and Tess, Mrs. Morton
explained that this kind of trunk was made to
go under the bed or berth in a ship's cabin.
"It saves space, dear," said Mrs. Morton,
"and there is never much space to spare on
board a ship-or, for that matter, in a room
at a hotel."
Honey Bunch handed her mother a pile of
clean handkerchiefs.
"Norman's great-grandmother slept in one
when she was a little girl," said Honey Bunch.
"Slept in what?" Mrs. Morton asked absently, counting the handkerchiefs.
"A steamer trunk," said Honey Bunch.
"Why, dear, I never heard of such a thing I
Norman's great-grandmother didn't have a
steamer trunk to sleep in," Mrs. Morton protested. "I don't think they knew about
steamer trunks in those days."
1 "Yes, they did, Mother," said Honey
~ Bunch confidently. "They had them under
the bed. Norman said so, Mother. The
trunk pulled in and out."
''I begin to think you must ·mean a trundle
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bed," Mrs. · Morton answered. "Don't you
think it was a trundle bed Norman's greatgrandmother slept in, and not a steamer trunk,(
Honey Bunch?" .
"Aren't they just the same?" urged Honey
Bunch. "They both go under a bed, Mother."
Then Mrs. Morton took a piece of paper
and drew a trundle bed for Honey Bunch,
and that little girl saw it was nothing but a
little bed with rollers instead of legs which
could be drawn out when it was time to sleep
and, during the day, could be pushed under
the larger bed and out of sight. It was
nothing like a steamer trunk, and Honey
Bunch laughed to think she had ever thought
they were the same.
By the time she was thoroughly acquainted
with a trundle bed, Daddy Morton had come
home and it was time to eat dinner. Of course
he had to hear about the invitation to the
party and he said that Honey Bunch would
need "a rest and change" like all the other
ladies who were so busy with parties and teas.
"Why do you suppose Norman didn't say to
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bring him a cake?" asked Honey Bunch, who
was still puzzling over Norman's odd behavior.
"My goodness, perhaps he has decided that
he should be more polite," Daddy Morton
suggested. "I don't think it is polite, myself,
to bring home cakes from a party."
"Well, my blue dress with the white dots
hasn't any pocket, so mark my words it's lucky
Norman didn't ask me to bring him any cake,"
said Honey Bunch very seriously.
The next morning she went shopping with
her mother to buy a little white coat with the
prettiest bunch of blue flowers fastened to the
collar to wear in Bermuda. Honey Bunch
was so interested in the coat that she almost
forgot the party. Almost, but not quite-you
really can not forget a party entirely, you
know. And as soon as the new coat was hung
on a hanger and Honey Bunch and Mother
had had their lunch, it was time to put on the
'blue dress with the white spots.
"I haven't anything to take to Ida," said
Honey Bunch, trying to count the white spots
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on the front panel of her dress; "but it isn't
her birthday , so maybe she doesn't expect a
present."

"I'm sure she doesn't," Mrs. Morton
agreed. "This isn't a birthday party. Run
along, dearest, and give Ida my love."
Honey Bunch thought, as she went up the
steps of Ida's house, that no one would have
ever guessed there was to be a party there.
Honey Bunch couldn't have put her feeling
into words, perhaps, but she knew how a
house looked when there was a party going
on inside. The curtains would be fluttering
and the piano might be playing and there
would certainly be the sound of talking and
laughing when the door was opened.
But Ida opened the door when Honey
Bunch rang the bell, and there was no chatter
or laughter in the parlor- in fact, the hall
seemed to look just as it always did. But
Ida was wearing her very best dress-a pink.
dress with white spots, for Ida always liked
to have her dresses as much like those Honey
Bunch wore as possible.

1
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"I've coip.e to the party," said Honey
Bunch.
Ida flung her arms around her and kissed
her, laughing as she did so.
"No, you haven't, Honey Bunch," Ida declared. "You haven't come to the party yet.
I'm going with you."
To the surprise of Honey Bunch, Ida put
on her hat and tucked her arm through Honey
Bunch's and ran down the steps with her and
out upon the sidewalk.
"Where are we going?" asked Honey
Bunch, bewildered. "I thought the letter
said to come to your house."
''Well, it did. You came. You'll see in a
minute," said Ida, her cheeks getting redder
and redder, as they always did when she was
having a good time.
They walked down the street and turned a
corner and crossed over to a brown and white
house set close to the street.
"Why, we're going to Fannie Graham's 1,,
uid Honey Bunch. "Is the party at het:
house?" But all Ida would say was:
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"You'll see in a minute ."
Fannie and Mary Graham lived in the
brown and white house, and though tf!ere was
hardly any yard on the street side, the back
of the house faced a lovely wide lawn and
Mr. Graham had built a porch which was
just like an outdoor sitting room. In summe r
it was screened, and in winter it was enclosed
with glass. There was a fireplace and tables
and chairs and lamps, and the Graham family
told every one they Ii ved on their back porch.
Ida, who was usually timid and liked
Honey Bunch to "do the talking " when they
went anywhere together, marche d boldly up
on the front steps and rang the shining brass
door-bell.
"We've come," said Ida, when Mrs. Graham opened the door.
Mrs. Graham kissed them and said she was
glad to see them.
"Go right out on the porch," she said
kindly.
Honey Bunch followed Ida down the wide
hall, wonder ing where the party could be~
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Then, as she stepped out on the porch', she
did not need to wonder another minute.
The party was there!
"Honey Bunch t" shouted a chorus of
voices.
All the boys and girls who lived on Grove
Street or near by, were there, sitting on
cushions on the floor or in the swing. Fannie
and Mary Graham, Kitty and Cora Williams,
Grace Winters, Anna Martin-H oney Bunch
saw them all. And Teddy Gray was there,
and his brother, Elmer, and Albert Barnes,
and-and·-my goodness, there was Norman
Clark I
"I thought you'd be surprised l" said Norman. "Aren't you? Did you know the party
was going to be here? Didn't any one tell
you abo\lt it("

CHAPT ER VI
THE BON-BON PARTY

BUNCH suddenly understood why
Norman had not asked her to bring him cake.
He had been invited to the party, too, and he
could help himself to cake.
"You sit here, Honey Bunch," said Fannie,patting a red and gold pillow in the center of
the large swing. "You sit here and we'll
begin."
Honey Bunch scrambled into the swing and
Ida sat beside her, and while Fannie was passing around little blocks of paper and pink:
and blue pencils, Ida told Honey Bunch that
this party was for her.
, "Because you're going to Bermuda ," ex•
'plained Ida. "It's a bon-bon party-ho n-hons
are candy and there's some in that glass dish.
Every one who goes away has a bon-bon
party."
-~ONEY
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"Ohl" said Honey Bunch, who had never
heard of that kind of party before.
"Fannie and· I thought it up," Ida went on.
"But Fannie has the nicest porch, so we didn't
have the party at our house. Mother said to.
tell you to come to our house, though, so the
others would have a chance to get here before
you did. Don't you think it's fun, Honey
Bunch?"
"I think it's lovely," said Honey Bunch
sincerely.
"I thought you'd like it!"
"Now," Fannie was saying, for each guest
had paper and pencil, "the first thing we do ·
is to draw a picture of the boat Honey Bunch
. is going to Bermuda on."
"But I never saw it," objected Anna Martin.
"No one ever saw it," Fannie told her.
"Don't be silly. You have to pretend you've
seen it.. Draw the kind of ship you think
1
Honey Bunch will sail on."
The blue and pink pencils went busily to
work and Fannie waited till the little white
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clock on the table had ticked off just five
minutes.
"You have to stop now," she informed the
small artists. "No, you can't finish, Norman;
I have to take up the drawings this minute, that's part of the game."
Fannie collected the drawings, just as the
monitors did in school, Norman said. Then
all the ships were spread out on the table for
every one to see.
"Honey Bunch is to pick out the one she
· likes best," said Fannie.
Honey Bunch looked at the drawings.
Some of them didn't look much like ships,
and there was one that looked almost exactly
like a cat. It looked much more like a cat
than it did like a ship.
"I like that one," said Honey Bunch, pointting to the drawing. "I like it because it
reminds me of Lady Clare."
"It isn't a cat-it's a ship," Grace Winters
murmured.
1
"If you like that drawing, it gets the prize,"
Fannie declared. "Oh, my goodness, I for-,.
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got to tell you to write down your names,"
she added. "Now no one knows whose draw•
ing this is."
"I drew it," said Grace Winters meekly.
"You get the prize, and here it is," Fannie
announced, handing Grace a small parcel. 1
"But all the drawings belong to Honey
Bunch."
"I want to keep mine," said Norman Clark.
"You can't," Fannie answered quickly.
"Honey Bunch is the-the guest of honor,
and this is her party. So she has the drawings. Anyway, I should think ·you'd want her
to have something you made for her, Norman."
"Well, I do," said Norman unexpectedly.
"You can keep my ship, Honey Bunch."
Grace unwrapped her prize, and it proved
to be a box of water-color paints.
"Shall I give them to Honey Bunch?"
a!ked Grace uncertainly.
"My, no, you don't give your prize away!'\ i
Fannie explained. "You don't give away
anything I don't tell you to."
1

1
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This was easy to understand-though it was
Ida's party, too, she was content to let Fannie
do most of the talking-and the guests began
to put a picture puzzle to2:ether that Fannie
tumbled out of a box.
They_sat on the grass rug to put it together,
because they needed plenty of space. Fannie
said the one who held the last piece would
win the prize and she was careful to give
each guest the same number of pieces.
They took turns in fitting their pieces, and
what do you think?
Honey Bunch had the very last piece-a
bit of the bright blue water.
"You win the prize!'' shouted Norman.
"And look, it's a train on a bridge l"
The picture was a train, a long red train,
crossing a long black iron bridge over the
water. Fannie said it was the train which
would take Honey Bunch to New York to
get the boat for Bermuda.
"And it's for you, Honey Bunch," Fannie
went on, beginning to put the puzzle back in
its box. "You had the last piece and yo~
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won the prize and the puzzle is the prize."
·· The game they played before supper was
"Shells," and they went out on the lawn to
play it. Each child had a small pail and the
shells had been hidden that morning by,
Fannie's mother under the bushes and in the
grass and among the flower beds.
Teddy Gray found the most shells, and he
won the prize-whic h was a set of sand toys
for his sand box.
Then Mrs. Graham called them.
"If the boys will help me with the tea
wagon and you girls will clear the books and
magazines from .the table, we'll have something that you like," she promised, as they
came eagerly back to the porch.
It was great fun to help wheel the tea
wagon from the kitchen, through the hall,
and out on the porch. And quick as the boys
were, the girls were a match for them. They
took the books and magazines from the table
and put them in a neat pile in one corner.
Then they spread out the pretty paper napkins Mrs. Graham had given them, and ·
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when the tea wagon was trundled tri umphantly through the door, there was the table
ready!
"Honey Bunch must sit at the head of the
table-she's our party girl," said Mrs. Graham, and she put down a pink plate filled
with chicken sandwiches before Honey
Bunch.
There was a blue plate with bread and but~ ·
ter and jelly sandwiches on it, and a tall glass
pitcher of milk. When every one had had a
glass of milk and at least two sandwiches
apiece, Mrs. Graham brought out a brick of
ice-cream and white and chocolate cakes with
little ships outlined on the icing. Yes'm,
those delicious cakes that would melt in your
mouth had brown ships on the white icing
and white ships on the chocolate icing.
"Bermuda ships," said Norman Clark,
taking a tremendous bite and looking as
though he were having a very good time indeed.
Mrs. Graham saw ~o it that every one had
a saucer of ice-cream, and then she put an-

1
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-0ther plate of cakes on the table and went in
.
\to answer the telephone. .
said
apiece-Mother
cakes
two
are
: "There
so," Fannie told Norman when she saw him
looking rather anxiously at Teddy Gray, who
seemed to be finishing his cake at what might
be called a gallop.
"Say, Honey Bunch, the cover's off your
puzzle game," said Anna Martin suddenly.
•'Maybe some of the pieces have spilled out."
"You mustn't lose any," Fannie warned
Honey Bunch. ''If you lose just one piece,
I
you can't put the puzzle together again."
"The pieces are all over the floor," said
Norman. "I think the tea wagon jiggled the
swing when we were trying to push it past
there."
Whatever had happened, it was plain that
the puzzle sections had been scattered. Some
pieces were in the swing, and some had
· slipped down behind the cushions, and more
were scattered about the rug.
"We'll help you pick them up, Honey
Bunch," said Fannie, and she put her half
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finished ice-cream on a low stool near the
swmg.
Every one began to help Honey Bunch.
Norman, crawling about the rug on his hands
and knees, bumped in to Grace and made her
say "Ow!" But a few minutes later he
handed Honey Bunch half a dozen pieces of
her puzzle which he had found.
"Don't look for them all the time," urged
Honey Bunch anxiously. "Your ice-cream
will all melt. I can find the pieces by and by,
truly I can."
"You're the guest of honor, and we have to
find 'em," Fannie insisted.
They were still scramblin g around, hunting for puzzle pieces, when Mrs. Graham
appeared in the doorway.
"Look-pi e!" cried Albert Barnes.
In her hands Mrs. Graham carried a large
milk pan and the top of it was covered with
heavy white pa per.
"I know-it's a Jack Horner," Ida whis, 1
pered to Honey Bunch.
Ida had seen the pink and blue ribbons
1
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and she guessed at once that it was a "Jack
Horner pie" with favors inside it.
"Are you ready?" asked Mrs. Graham,
smiling. "Girls first-they are to pull the
blue strings."
Honey Bunch was asked to take the first
pull, and when she had opened her favor,
she found a little box of candy which looked
like a plaid steamer shawl all rolled up and
tied tightly.
"What kind of candy is in it?" Norman
asked at once. "What is a steamer shawl?
Are you going to eat the candy now, Honey
Bunch?"
He was so interested, he sat down to watch
Honey Bunch open her candy box. The next
minute there was a cry from Fannie.
"Norman Clark! Get upl Look what
you've done-you're sitting on my ice-cream l"
wailed Fannie.
Norman jumped and Paul Niles shouted
with laughter.
"Oh-h, your best suit!" mourned Honey
Bunch.
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Norman was wearing his best suit, of course
-a gray flannel which was almost new and
of which he was very proud.
"What in the world-" said Mrs. Graham,
coming back and finding the children standing around Norman in a circle.
"He sat down," Honey Bunch explained,
"in Fannie's ice-cream."
"I see he did," said Mrs. Graham. "I'll
get a towel and we'll try to fix you up, Norman."
There was only one or two small stains left
on Norman's trousers after Mrs. Graham had
sponged him off with a heavy towel and warm
water. Fannie had another dish of ice-cream
-in fact, there was enough for every one to
have a second taste-and then the party was
over and it was time to go home.
"Gee, I don't think it's the place to put icecream," grumbled Norman as he walked
home beside Honey Bunch and Ida and carried the puzzle game.
"I think Fannie meant to eat it in a minute," Honey Bunch offered. "But she was so
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interested hunting for the pieces to my game
that she forgot."
Before they left, the other children had
, pulled their favors from the Jack Horner
pie, of course. Ida had a little steamer trunk
:filled with candy, and Norman carried a row ..
boat, which had been his favor.
"Only it's a lifeboat and not just a rowboat
like the one I went crabbing in last summer,"
said Norman, as they reached his house.
"Well, it wasn't such a bad party, was it?
Only I don't think any one should put ice-cream where people can sit down on it."

CHAP TER VII
NEW YORK AGAIN
(

DADDY MORTO N laughed and laughed when
Honey Bunch told him about the ice-cream
at the dinner table that night.
"Aside from that, it was a nice party,
then?" he asked teasingly.
"Oh, yes, Daddy 1" Honey Bunch assured
him. "I was the guest of honor- Fannie said
so-and it was a bon-bon party because we're
going to Bermuda. It was the nicest bon-bon
party I ever went to."
Then Daddy Morton laughed again and
he kept on laughin g till Mrs. Morton said:
"Stop tormenting Honey Bunch, David,
and explain to her."
"Bunch of sweetness," said Daddy Morton
-that was another way he had of sayingl
"Honey Bunch," you know-" you've been to
a bon voyage party. 'Bon voyage' means
74
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something like, 'I wish you a pleasant trip
and a safe return.' See if you can say 'hon
voyage,' dear."
, Honey Bunch tried and found she could
say it very nicely.
"I suppose Ida thought it was a bon-bon
party," thought Honey Bunch to herself, after
she was tucked up in bed that night. "But of
course it wasn't. It was a hon voyage party."
Norman came over before breakfast the
next morning to borrow Honey Bunch's picture puzzle. He played with it all that day;
and two days later, when Daddy Morton and
Mrs. Miller were closing the house and
Honey Bunch and her mother were in the
taxi that was to take them to the station, didn't
Norman come running with the puzzle box
in his hand!
"Here's your •p icture puzzle, Honey
Bunch," he said anxiously.
"You'd better keep it till we come back,
Norman," answered Honey Bunch's mother.
"Mr. Morton is locking the door now and
we can't ask him to take that in. Keep it
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for Honey Bunch till we come home."
Norman said he would and he sat down
on the steps and went to putting the puzzle
together and hardly heard Honey Bunch
when she called good-bye to him and asked
him to keep hunting for Lady Clare. Mrs.
Miller was going to hunt, too-she had
said she would. And as the taxi drove
away, Honey Bunch and her daddy and
mother all waved handkerchiefs to Mrs. Miller, who waved her dust cloth cheerfully at
them.
Honey Bunch knew she was going to New
Yark. She had been to the big city once before with her mother, and there she had visited
her cousins, Bobby and Tess Turner. Bobby
and Tess were older than Honey Bunch and
they were twins and Honey Bunch admired
them very much indeed.
"Perhaps we'll see the conductor whose little girl lives in New Yark, Mother," said
Honey Bunch as they stood on the Barham
platform and the great shining train came
thundering down the tracks toward them.
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HONEY BUNCH:
HER FIRST TRIP ON THE OCEAN

77

Sure enough, almost a~ soon as they were
settled comfortably in their seats and Daddy
and the porter had placed the bags in the
rack overhead, the car door opened and in~
came the white-haired conductor Honey!
Bunch remembered.
"Tickets from Barham l" he called. "Tick•
ets from Barham 1"
When he came to Honey Bunch, the conductor looked at her over his glasses.
"Why, it's Miss Blue Eyes t" he said, in
surprise. "Haven't I seen you on my train
before?"
"We went to New York!" cried Honey
Bunch triumphantly. "We went to New
York to see my cousins and you showed us the
picture of your Mary granddaughter! And
now we're going to New York again, but
we're going to Bermuda, too."
The conductor punched the tickets and
smiled.
"I'll remember to tell Mary," he said.
"She knows all about you and nearly every
week she asks me why you don't go to New
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York more often. Yes sir, Mary will be look~ ing Bermuda up on the map, as soon as I tell
her."
The conductor had to go on through' the
train and collect the other tickets, but he came
back several times during the long journey
and he and Honey Bunch and Daddy Morton
took a walk together when they came to a
junction where the train had to wait ten minutes. His name was Mr. Andrew and Honey
Bunch told him her real name was Gertrude
Marion Morton.
The journey to New York took almost the
whole day, and Honey Bunch had three little
naps before the gray stone walls began to
glide past the windows and the porters came
through the car to gather up the baggage for
the Terminal.
"Are we going to see Uncle Paul,
Mother?" asked Honey Bunch, as she
watched Daddy Morton having his coat
brushed by a colored man who wore a white
jacket.
Uncle Paul was the father of Bobby and
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Tess, and Mrs. Morton said that she was sure
they would see him.
"What are you thinking about, Honey
Bunch?" asked her mothero
"Oh," said Honey Bunch, "I was thinking
about Uncle Paul and the time he took us to
lunch in the restaurant and the restaurant
made me think of the hotel and the hotel
made me think of the dancing class and the
way I got lost and went to the nice convention. Maybe I'll be lost again and there'll be
another convention."
Honey Bunch was thinking of the Hardware Men's Convention, at which she had
been a guest, much to her surprise. Mrs.
Morton laughed as she remembered that adventure and she said that she hoped Honey
Bunch would never be lost again.
The train stopped and the passengers were
soon crowding into the aisles. Honey Bunch
knew they were in New York and she was so
glad to know she would see her cousins in a
few minutes that she jumped from the top
step of the car, and if her daddy had not been
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wa1tmg to catch her, she might have gone
down one of the cracks in the platform-the
brakeman, who was watching her, said so.
"Will they come to meet us?" asked Honey
Bunch, skipping down the long concrete walk
between her daddy and her mother. "Will
Bobby and Tess come to meet us?"
"Some one will come-" Mrs. Morton was
beginning, when Honey Bunch gave a really
tremendous skip.
"I see Aunt Julia 1" she cried. "Mother,
there's Aunt Julia l"
She had caught sight of Bobby and Tess's
mother, outside the iron grating.
"Isn't it lovely, to have you here l" Aunt
Julia greeted them, trying to kiss Honey
Bunch and her mother and shake hands with
Daddy Morton, all at once.
"The children were wild to come down,"
went on Aunt Julia, "but I persuaded them to
wait at home for you. I was afraid Bobby
might upset the whole station if he saw you
coming."
New York hadn't changed a bit. Honey
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Bunch was sure of that. They rode up to
Aunt Julia's house-she lived in a large
apartment house-on the bus, and the streets
were exactly as Honey Bunch remembered
them.
"Shall I see Dorry?" asked Honey Bunch,
as they went up the steps of the apartment
house.
"Here he is now," Aunt Julia answered,
as the colored man who ran the elevator came
forward to take their bags.
Dorry knew Honey Bunch right away and
he said he was glad to see her again. But
the moment Aunt Julia tapped lightly on the
door of her apartment-w hen the elevator
had carried them to the right floor-it was
plain that Dorry wasn't the only one who was
glad to see Honey Bunch.
"You dear, darling Honey Bunch!" cried
Tess, flinging the door open and plunging at .·
Honey Bunc~ with such affectionate energy
she nearly knocked the small girl over.
"Hello, Honey Bunch 1" Bobby squealed,
trying to take his cousin's hat off for her and

82

HONEY BUNCH:
HER FIRST TRIP ON THE OCEAN

knocking her little blue leather purse out of
her hand instead.
Every one laughed and talked at once and
presently they were safely in the living-room
with the door closed. Teresa, the maid who
had been with Aunt Julia for several years,
carried away the travelers' wraps, and the
three little cousins went into Tess's room to
get acquainted all over again.
They were still talking and Bobby was
asking innumerable questions about Bermuda, when Uncle Paul came in. He was so
glad to see Honey Bunch, he declared, that
he couldn't let her go to Bermuda. She must
stay in New York with him and be his other
little girl.
But, when they sat down to dinner, Uncle
Paul agreed with Honey Bunch that she
really ought to go, because, as she explained
to him, she had had a hon voyage party and
it would be almost like cheating not to take
a voyage after that.
"We'll have to have a shopping party tomorrow," declared Honey Bunch's mother.
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"David at first thought t}:lere would be no
time, but now he finds he can't get the boat
he wants until next Wednesday. Honey
Bunch and I have nothing to wear on a sea,
'
voyage."
"Don't let Honey Bunch go on a bon
voyage without pretty clothes," Uncle Paul
begged, and Daddy Morton laughed and
said he didn't think there was much danger.
But though the two daddies laughed and
made fun of the shopping trips, they invited
Honey Bunch and her mother and Aunt
Julia and Tess to have lunch with them
downtown the next day, and the day after
that they did the same thing. Bobby stayed
at home, because he didn't like to go around
in stores.
"We'll have a luncheon just for the men
folk to-morrow, Bobby," his daddy said
when, after two long days spent in the shops,
Honey Bunch's mother and Aunt Julia announced that they were going to a musicale '
instead of buying anything more.
"Honey Bunch and Tess can be happy at
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home, I think," planned Aunt Julia. "Teresa will get them a nice Iunch and Bobby
will be with you, so Edith and I will go to
a tea in the afternoon and not come home
until dinner time."
So the next morning Bobby, feeling very
important, went downtown with his father
and Honey Bunch's daddy, and the two
mothers left soon after, for though the musi- •
cale wasn't until eleven o'clock, they wanted
to do a number of important errands first.
"What are you going to do, Miss Tess?" 1
asked Teresa, as she saw Tess hurrying
Honey Bunch down the hall toward the living-room.
"I want to show Honey Bunch my jewels,"
Tess explained importantly.

CHAPTER VIII
TESS AND HER JEWELS

thinks it's funny," confided Tes~
to Honey Bunch, leading her up to the fireplace. "But I don't care, I like to take care
of my things."
While Honey Bunch watched her, she
opened a tiny door at one side of the fireplace and took out a box.
"This," said Tess proudly, "is my jewel
case."
She sat down on the floor and Honey
Bunch sat beside her.
"I haven't any jewel case," said Honey
Bunch, as Tess opened the box.
"You're too young," declared Tess. "I
didn't have any when I was your age. There
-look!"
Honey Bunch blinked her eyes. Tess had
tumbled beads and chains and pins and rings
"DADDY
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into het lap. They sparkled and twinkled
and dinked together as Honey Bunch stared
at such richness.
"I bought most of them in the five and
ten," said Tess calmly. "Mother won't let
me wear any of them-but aren't they
pretty?"
She held up a chain of red stones and another of green.
"I play they're rubies and emeralds," Tess
went on. "I'd like to be a queen-or something-and have a whole bowlful of diamonds."
Honey Bunch had never thought much
about diamonds, but she liked to see the sunlight shine through Tess's red glass beads.
"I want to clean this room, Miss Tess,"
said Teresa, hurrying in at that moment with
a long-handled mop in one hand and dragging the vacuum cleaner with the other.
"You children will have to go somewhere
1
else to play/'
tumbled
and
jewelry
her
Tess gathered up
j t into the box.
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"Let's go in your room, Honey Bunch,"
3he suggested. "Maybe we won't be inter•
rupted there."
Teresa laughed, for Tess was always very
dignified when she was looking at her
"jewels."
There was only one guest room in the
apartment, and Honey Bunch slept on a cot
Aunt Julia had arranged for her at the foot
of the large bed. There were some boxes on
the cot now, and an open suitcase, for Mrs.
Morton had not had time to pack all the new
clothes she and Honey Bunch had bought.
"We can sit on the cot," said Tess.
HMother doesn't like me to sit on the bed,
but she won't care about the cot."
Honey Bunch and Tess pushed some of
the boxes off to one side and scrambled up
on the comfortable cot.
"Now we can have a little peace," said
Tess, and she again poured all the jewelry
out into her lap in a heap.
"Oh-h, isn't that pretty!" cried Honey
Bunch, picking up a little round gold object
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that glittered as it lay on the palm of her
hand.
"Well, that's real," Tess explained. "I
mean it isn't a five-and-ten-cent-store jewel.
It's a solid gold locket and that is a real dia- 1
mond in it and a real sapphire."
"Does it open?" asked Honey Bunch.
"No, it doesn't open," Tess replied. "It
isn't really a locket, Honey Bunch-I just
call it that. It is a token, and my Grandmother Turner gave it to me. It's as old as
-as old as-well, it's awfully old. It belonged to my Grandmothe r Cox-Daddy 's
grandmother ," finished Tess.
Honey Bunch handled the little trinket
lovingly. She liked it far better than any of
the beads or rings or chains that gave Tess
such delight. She liked the feeling of the
smooth gold against her hand and she
thought the little diamond and sapphire were
the prettiest stones she had ever seen.
"My Grandmothe r Turner," Tess said, ,
"has all kinds of jewels. Not from the five
and ten, but lovely ones, you know-"
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Tess waved her hand and a string of beads
broke and little shining pink "bubbles" of
glass ran over the cot and skipped down on
the floor.
"Catch 'em I" cried Tess. "Catch 'em! I
can string them again, if we can pick them
up."
Honey Bunch and Tess got down on their
hands and knees and began to grope under
the furniture. It was surprising how those
little glass beads could roll-they seemed to
take perfect delight in hiding under the bed
and the dresser and even under the edge of
the rug and down beside the rockers of the
chair near the window.
"I think," said Honey Bunch at last, "that
we have every-single-pink bead I"
She said this from under the bed, and as
she finished, she came rolling out, a pink
bead in either hand.
"Yes," Tess agreed, "I don't believe there
are any more of, them."
She and Honey Bunch sat down on the
floor and counted the beads. Tess wanted to
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string them right away, but Teresa came to
the door and asked if they wouldn't go to the
bakery for her and get some fresh rolls for
lunch.
"I'll have to put my jewels away first,"
said Tess.
So she and Honey Bunch gathered up the
rings and pins and beads and put them neatly
away in the box.
"Where's the locket?" asked Tess, looking
at Honey Bunch.
"Why-why it's somewhere on the cot,"
Honey Bunch stammered.
She had forgotten all about the locket, but
now she was sure she had put it down on the
cot yvhen she started to hunt for the beads.
"I can't find it anywhere," Tess complained. "I don't see where it could have
gone l Can't you tell what you did with it,
Honey Bunch?"
"I put it down," said Honey Bunch.
"That's all I did-I put it down. Did you..
look on the spread, Tess? Shake it."
Tess shook the green and white spread
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which covered the cot, but no little golcd.
;token came out from the folds.
"Well, maybe we'll find it when Teresa
sweeps," said Tess. "Don't you care, Honey
Bunch. We'll go and get the rolls."
But Honey Bunch did care. She cared
very much. Not only was Tess's token lost
-the gold locket her Grandmother Turner
had given her-but the last person to
hold that token had been Honey Bunch
herself.
"Oh, dear, I wish I hadn't played with it!"
sighed Honey Bunch.
She thought about the locket all the rest of
the day, and though she and Tess searched
several times, they couldn't find it. Teresa
looked, too, and even emptied out the sack
of the vacuum cleaner, to see if by any chance
she had swept up the locket with the dust,
but she didn't find it, either.
As soon as her mother and Aunt Julia
'came home, Honey Bunch insisted on telling
them what had happened.
"Oh, Tess, not that old gold locket I" Aunt
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Julia cried in dismay. "Why, that is over a
hundred years old 1 It isn't your fault,
Honey Bunch-Tess would keep the locket
in her box, though I have told her twenty
times that she s4_ould put a valuable keepsake like that away in its own box and leave
it with my rings."
The two mothers hunted for the token, but
they could not find it. Apparently the little
gold locket with its blue and white twinkling
stones had vanished completely. Honey
Bunch felt very bad about it, and so did
Tess, but that didn't bring the missing locket
back.
However, Honey Bunch did not really
have much time to worry, because the Wednesday they were to sail came so quickly that
almost before she knew it their bags were
packed and strapped and the steamer trunk
was being carried down in the service elevator and Bobby and Tess were saying goodbye.
"Maybe when you come back, you'll come
see us some more," whispered Tess. "Here's
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my best chain of red beads, Honey Bunch-I want you to have them."
Honey Bunch knew that Tess was very
fond of her red beads, and here she was giving them away! Good little Tess who was
as generous as she was sometimes careless I
"Here's something for you to use on the
ship," said Bobby gruffly, thrusting a package into Honey Bunch's hands.
She was going down the steps of the a partmen t house when Dorry called after her.
"Miss Honey Bunch l" the elevator boy
called. "Miss Honey Bunch l What's all
that string trailing along after you?"
Honey Bunch turned, and so did her
daddy and her mother. Yards and yards of
white string, knotted with pink and green
and striped string, trailed after Honey
Bunch. Some ..of it had curled into loops on
the steps.
"It's Bobby's present," said Honey Bunch
helplessly.
"Something tells me," said Daddy Morton:
as he gathered up the string and helpecl
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Honey Bunch into the taxi, "that Bobby has
given you a kite, sweetheart."
That was just what Bobby's present was.
Honey Bunch looked at it while the taxi was
speeding through the crowded streets. Bobby
had given her a kite he had made himself
and he had also supplied a ball of string to
go with it.
After some discussion, it had been decided
that no one was to go with the Mortons to
see them off. Honey Bunch's mother said
she didn't like people to say "good-bye" and
Aunt Julia declared that she always cried,
no matter if there was nothing to cry about,
and Bobby and Tess had colds, so their daddy
said it wouldn't be wise for them to go.
"We'll come down when you come in,"
promised Aunt Julia. "I'm always much
more cheerful when you ·are coming to see
me than when you are going away from me,
so let's leave things that way."
Honey Bunch made the kite into a neat
package and stood up, so she might look out
of the door of the taxicab. She felt much
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safer, nicely tucked away inside a car, than
she ever felt walking through the busy streets.
The heavy traffic didn't seem to bother the
driver a bit-he ran around behind lumbering coal trucks and he shot directly across:
the trolley tracks, and he never even seemed
to see the other cars that were trying to get
ahead of him.
"Say good-bye to the trolley cars and the
automobiles, Honey Bunch," her daddy
warned her. "We won't see any more till we
come back to New York."
"Don't they have trolley cars in Ber,iuda ?" asked Honey Bunch.
"No trolley cars," her daddy repeated.
"But I don't think you will miss themthere will be plenty of other things to see."
Honey Bunch thought so, too, and as the
taxi stopped and through the door she saw
the funnels of boats and a great pile of trunks
with gaily colored labels on them going past
in a truck, Honey Bunch just had to bounce.
"Everybody's going to Bermuda l'' cried
Honey Bunch, flying out of that taxicab, b.u t
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landing sedately on her feet, because the
driver was standing near to catch her.
"Fine sailing weather," said the driver;
smiling.
"I smell the ocean I" Honey Bunch cried
to Mother, as she found herself in a crowd
of people, all moving in the same direction.
"This isn't the ocean," a Ii ttle boy behind
Honey Bunch contradicted her. "You can't
smell the ocean, because this is a river."

'C HAPTER IX
.HONEY BUNCH

SAILS

HONEY BUNCH twisted around as far as f
she could, without letting go her mother's
hand, but she couldn't see the little boy.
"Poor thing I" she remarked in a tone of
pity. "He thinks we can go to Bermuda on
a river. I guess he hasn't any geography
book in his house."
Honey Bunch knew they were going on
the ocean. Not only had she seen the Atlantic Ocean, with the Bermuda Islands "growing in it," as she said, on the map in Ida
Camp's brother's geography book, but right
this minute Honey Bunch was looking at the
water.
"We're crossing the gangplank, which
takes us to the ship," Honey Bunch heard
some one say, evidently in answer to a ques- ·
tion.
97
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Honey Bunch thought they ought to make
the gangplank wider. There were a great
many more people anxious to get on it at
one time than there was room. Honey Bunch
had one hand in her daddy's and the
other in her mother's, and she was glad
they made a little chain like that. Otherwise she might have been pushed over into
the water.
In another minute they were safely on
board ship and Honey Bunch sighed with
relief.
"Yes, sir 1" said a colored porter coming
up. "Yes, sir-right this way, sir l"
Honey Bunch trotted after him, for he
seemed to expect her to. Mr. and Mrs.
Morton followed Honey Bunch. They all
walked down a long deck, with rows of
steamer chairs folded primly against the
rwall, and then down a flight of stairs, heavily
'carpeted with brown carpet.
1
The porter walked fast and Honey Runch
was determined to keep up with him. Sh&
wanted to ask him a question.
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"Isn't-this-the-Atlantic Ocean?" she
said jerkily, when she had dashed around a
leather seat built in a circle around a post,
and had caught up with the porter, stalking
on ahead.
"N o'm, not yet," he told her cheerfully.
"You'll be on the 'Ian tic Ocean right soon.
Just now you're on the river-the Hudson
River, Missy."
"The ferryboat river I" exclaimed Honey
Bunch.
She was disappointed because, as she teld
Mother, she had been on the Hudson River
before. She remembered her ferryboat trip
the last time she and Mother had visited
Bobby and Tess.
But there wasn't much time to feel disappointed about the river, for the porter was
leading her into the funniest little bedroom
Honey Bunch had ever seen.
"This is the way you-all travels when you
goes on the ocean," he said, putting down the
bags and smiling at Honey Bunch.
"Well, we thought we had lost you l" cried
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Daddy Morton from the doorway. "If
Honey Bunch hadn't left the string of her
kite trailing after her, we might not have
been here yet."
Honey Bunch looked, and there her
mother had the kite string gathered up in a
little wad in one hand. Honey Bunch
laughed-that kite string simply would not
stay in its place.
The porter went away, and Honey Bunch
looked about her. Outside, in the corridor,
there was a constant noise of feet tramping
past and people talking. Honey Bunch
could hear the porter's voice and she supposed he must be carrying more bags.
"Does he like to go to Bermuda?" she
asked her daddy curiously.
"Does who like to go to Bermuda?" he said,
()pening one of the bags for Mrs. Morton.
1 "The porter," Honey Bunch explained.
"Presumably he does-though maybe he'd
like a longer trip," said Daddy Morton.
Suddenly he picked Honey Bunch up and
landed her squarely in the center of the bed.
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"And what do you think of all this?" he
said solemnly.
Honey Bunch giggled.
' "Isn't it fun?" she crowed. "Look, Daddy,
see the little bed. I s'pect that's for me."
And it was. There were two beds-a large
one and a small one, and the little one was
intended for Honey Bunch.
"See the windows I" Honey Bunch cried,
pointing.
Ordinarily she didn't point, but sometimes when she was excited she did. And
going to Bermuda was one of these exciting
times.
"They call those round windows on a ship,
'portholes,' dear," Mrs. Morton explained.
"Then we have two portholes," said Honey
Bunch happily.
A bumping in the hall announced the arrival of their trunk, and Honey Bunch was
interested to see that it "fitted" exactly-tha t
is, it slipped under the large bed and seemed
to be made for just that space.
"Come, dear, and wash your face and
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hands and we'll go up on deck," said Mrs.
Morton.
Norman Clark had once complained that
no matter what was going on, he was always
expected to stop and _wash his face and hands.
Honey Bunch thought that the same thing
happened to her pretty often. But even
washing one's face and hands on board a ship
was interesting.
"Why don't we wash in the ocean?" asked
Honey Bunch thoughtfully, pushing up her
sleeves.
"I suppose I could tie a string to you and
let you down over the side of the ship,''
Daddy Morton replied. "But you'd take a
bath that way-and Mother only wants you
to wash your face and hands this time."
Honey Bunch laughed as she turned the
faucet and the water came out hot and steaming just as in the bathroom at home.
"Daddy," she said, as she let the cold water
run, "where do they get water on a. ship?
Where is the reservoir?"
Honey Bunch knew all about the reservoir
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at Barham. It was a huge stone basin outside the city and it held gallons and gallons
of water from which the houses and stores
and public buildings were supplied. The
water was carried from the reservoir in
pipes, but Honey Bunch was sure that no
pipes could follow the ship down to Bermuda.
"For a little girl, you ask big questiom,
Bunch of .Sweetness," said her daddy.
"There are no reservoirs, like the one at
Barham, on ships, but they do have storage
tanks. The water is kept in these tanks and
when a ship goes to a port, the tanks are
filled just as the refrigerators are filled with
food."
Honey Bunch said "Oh!" and dried her
hands carefully on a blue and white towel.
As soon as her mother was ready, they went
,.,, up the brown-carpeted stairs and out on the:
1
deck.
"Oh-h," breathed Honey Bunch, giving her
little hop of joy. "Isn't it too lovely,
Mother?"
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There were a great many people on deck.
Honey Bunch was surprised. She had not
thought that the Bermuda ship would be so
crowded.
"I guess it's just as well Norman Clark
didn't come to see us off," she remarked.
"He would probably want to stay and go
with us."
Honey Bunch knew that she would hate
to walk off that beautiful, exciting ship and
see it sail without her.
"Have we gone yet?" she asked, and a tall
young man, standing near the rail, heard her
and laughed.
Yet it was no wonder Honey Bunch was
confused. The water seemed to_be slipping
past the ship and she was sure they must be
moving. But it was only the water and not
the ship that moved, for presently a whistle
sounded with such a loud "Toot I" that Honey
Bunch jumped.
:
"That means we're off," said Daddy Morton.

He lifted Honey Bunch up so that she
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could rest her elbows on the deck rail. There
was a crowd of people on the dock and they
were waving handkerchief s and hats and
scarfs to the people on deck. The other boats
·in the river were sounding their whistles and
some of the passengers were shouting messages to their friends on spore.
Honey Bunch watched, her blue eyes very
intent, as the ship was backed out and then
was swung slowly around, for all the world
as she had seen Daddy Morton make a wide
circle with his automobile.
"Now we go down the river," said
Mrs. Morton, who always knew when
her little girl was puzzled. "That is New
York City, Honey Bunch, on that side,
and across the river is another state-New
Jersey."
"Is it still New York?" asked Honey
Bunch a few minutes later, staring at the tall
buildings.
"Yes, dear-still New York," her mother
explained. "We were in the Fifties when
we started-you know the streets are num-

106

HONEY BUNCH:

HER F1nsT

TRIP ON THE

OcEAN

bered. We'll be able to see New York all
the way to the Battery. You remember the
Battery, don't you, Honey Bunch? That's
where we went to see the fish."
Yes, Honey Bunch remembered the t
Aquarium at the Battery, and though she
was busy watching the other ships in the
river, she knew as soon as they reached it and
she saw the stone building. She could see
the old men sitting on the park benches along
the waterfront, too.
"Are we in the ocean yet?" asked Honey
Bunch anxiously.
She wouldn't feel that they were really on
their way to Bermuda until they were out
-of the "ferryboat river."
"Almost," nodded Daddy Morton as she
looked at him questioningly. "Yes, we've
almost reached the ocean, dear. But look,
Honey Bunch l"
Honey Bunch was looking. For the ship
was passing the most famous of all American
statues, a statue that boys and girls in Barham
who had never been near New York knew as
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well as the travelers who went to Europe on
the big ocean liners.
.. "It's the Statue of Liberty!" cried Honey
t3unch.
The sun shone on the tall spiked headdress and the torch that Liberty held up so
bravely. Honey Bunch had never seen the
statue from the deck of a ship, and she
thought it was wonderful.
"That is the finest sight in the world for
homesick eyes," said a gray-haired man who
was standing near Honey Bunch. "I know
how I felt it when I saw it, after seven years
spent abroad."
Honey Bunch had been too busy to feel
hungry, but now the most delicious fragrance
came up the stairway and she knew that she
was, as Anna Martin would have said,
"simply starving."
"I'm as hungry as three bears," declared
Daddy Morton. "Why don't we go down
and have luncheon?"
"I thought we'd wait and tell Honey
Bunch when we come to the ocean," Mrs.
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if you're really
Morton said. "But of course
\
too hungry, we'll eat now."
Daddy Morton said he could wait, if
Honey Bunch could, and perhaps an hour or
so wouldn't matter.
But it did. Honey Bunch was so hungry
that after a few minutes she was sure the
Atlantic Ocean couldn't interest her half as
much as a glass of milk and-and- well,
whatever one ate on a ship going to Bermuda.
"I think I'm hungry," said Honey Bunch
gently.
"Then, darling, we'll go and eat," her
mother answered promptly. "Poor Daddy is
hungry, too. The ocean will be with us for
a long time, so I think myself it will be wiser
not to wait any longer."
The dining-room was delightfu l-large
and airy and furnished with many tables.
Honey Bunch and her mother and daddy had
a table with three other people who were
already seated when the Mortons came in.
Honey Bunch, glancing at them shyly, found
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herself looking straight into the eyes of the
young man who had laughed at her on deck.
A gray-haired man and woman were with
him and Honey Bunch thought they must be
his father and mother. When she knew him
better-as she did very soon-she learned
they were his Uncle Henry and his Aunt
Paula.
"Have you fed the flying fish yet?" asked
the young man, before Honey Bunch had
had time to unfold her napkin.
"Now Charlie I" said the gray-haired
woman, just as Honey Bunch's mother said,
"Now David!" when Daddy Morton was
bound to tease.
"I only wanted to know," the young man
murmured.
"Are there any flying fish?" asked Honey
Bunch, while her mother read the menu card.
"Not as far north as this," Daddy Morton
answered. "Oh, Honey Bunch, let,.s have
clam chowder I"
Mrs. Morton always laughed at Honey
Bunch and her daddy, when they were eat-
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ing away from home. She said they seemed
to have such a good time and they could both
get excited over ordering the things they
liked specially to eat.
"Could I have charlotte russe ?" asked
Honey Bunch eagerly. "Norman's cousin
Fred went to see some people off on a boat
and they had charlotte russe for lunch right
on board!"
"Mother, we have to have some charlott~
russe right on board," Daddy Morton de . .
dared. "If Norman's cousin Fred can have!
charlotte russe right on board, why can't-''
"Do hush," said Honey Bunch's mother
smiling. "The waiter will think you came
on board starved. But I suppose you'll have
to have charlotte russe."
And at the very end of that delicious luncheon, they did have charlotte russe, and Honey
Bunch said she would tell Norman Clark
about it when she sent him a postal card.

CHAPTER X
SHIP EXPLORERS

As

SOON as lunch was over, Honey Bunch

and her mother and her daddy went back 'to
the deck. This main deck was the most fascinating place on all that large ship to be, for
there were the people to watch and the ocean
to watch and you could sit down and rest and
talk quietly, or you could walk up and down
the deck if you liked exercise.
Mrs. Morton declared that she wanted to
rest, so Honey Bunch and Daddy helped her
into one of the deck chairs and left her with
a book to read, and then they started to walk.
"It's the ocean now-isn't it, Daddy?" said
Honey Bunch, as she put her hand in his and
they started down the deck.
"Yes, we're out on the ocean now," her
daddy replied. "We'll be out of sight of
land before long till we reach Bermuda. Do
111
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-you feel like a sailor, Honey Bunch?"
Honey Bunch was trying to walk on a
crack without stepping off.
"We-ell, I feel all right," she said cautiously. "Can't we see land if we look hard,
Daddy?"
"Even your bright eyes can't find the land
pretty soon," declared Daddy Morton.
Honey Bunch wanted to know how long
it would be before they reached Bermuda,
.and she and Daddy counted up the time and
found that they were supposed to reach
Hamilton at ten o'clock Friday morning.
"We'll be on the ship all day to-day.t hat's Wednesday," said Daddy Morton.
"And all day to-morrow-that's Thursday.
Then Thurday night, but soon after breakfast Friday, we'll be shouting 'Land-ho!' "
"Shall we, Daddy?" beamed Honey
Bunch. "I'd like to shout 'Land-ho.' What
,does it mean?"
Daddy Morton laughed and said it was
what the sailors used to shout in the old days
when they made long voyages. He said he
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thought the sailors with Christopher Columbus had shouted "Land-ho" when they found
America.
"But we won't see Hamilton first, Honey
Bunch," her daddy explained, as they sat..,
down on a coil of rope to rest a moment.
"Before we reach Hamilton, we come to St.
George-or at least we stop to let a steamer
take off passengers for that island.
"Well, that's all right," Honey Bunch decided. "I won't say 'Land-ho' till we come
to Hamilton. That's where you're going
and it's more important than St. George."
Honey Bunch always thought that what
ever her daddy did and wherever he went,.
was most important.
Honey Bunch could rest very quickly, and
in less than five minutes she was ready to go
on.
"I want to set my watch first," said Daddy
Morton, drawing his watch from his pocket.
"Oh, you put it back l" Honey Bunch cried,
standing on tip-toe to watch. "Daddy, you
turned it back-is it yesterday now?"
I
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"No, Bunch of Sweetness, it is still today," laughed Daddy. "But it's an hour
ago." Then he explained that he had set his
watch while in New York to daylight savit1.g
time, and that boats did not run on that time,
so he was setting it to fit standard time now..
When Honey Bunch was sure she understood how time changed, she and her daddy
went on with their exploring. They walked
once around the deck and then stopped to see
Mrs. Morton who was, she told them, having
a beautiful time. It was warm and sunny
on the deck and ever so many ladies were
sitting in the deck chairs, some reading and
others writing and still others talking to each
other.
"Perhaps I'll take a walk to-morrow,"
said Mrs. Morton, when Honey Bunch urged
her to come with them, "but Mother is tired
this afternoon, dear. You and Daddy go
wherever you like and then you can come
back and tell me what you've seen and that
will be just as nice as though I had gone with
you."
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So Honey Bunch and her daddy started
off together again. They decided that they
would like to see the whole ship, and Honey
Bunch announced that she meant to remem- '
1
ber everything she saw, in order to tell her:
friends in Barham.
"I think we've seen the promenade deck,''
said Daddy; "so suppose we go downsta-i rs.' 1
"Are there more decks?" Honey Bunch
asked, in surprise.
"Three," said a pleasant voice behind her.
"There's the promenade, where you are now;
there's the shelter deck and the saloon deck,
too."
Honey Bunch turned around and saw a
man who must, she thought, belong to the
boat. Before she could say anything, a man
in the same kind of uniform beckoned to him
from one of the doorways and he walked
away.
"That was on~ of the ship's officers, Honey
Bunch," explained her daddy. "We'll go
through the music room and try to find a
stairway after that."
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The music room was beautiful-it reminded Honey Bunch of the auditorium at
home where she and Mother had gone to
hear a concert. There was a grand piano
and a harp in the music room and Honey
Bunch wondered who played them.
My goodness, if there was anything on that
ship that Honey Bunch and her daddy didn't
see, you never could have named it. From
the music room they peeped into the smoking room-which Honey Bunch didn't like
at all-and the purser's office-which Honey
Bunch did like, because the purser said he
was glad to see her and gave her a chocolate
peppermint. They saw the doctor's office,
too, and met Doctor Blake, a short fat man
who told them that if every one would
scramble about as Honey Bunch was doing
he could stay on shore for he wouldn't have
-any patients on board ship.
From the promenade deck they went to
the shelter deck and inspected the rows and
rows of staterooms which opened on the corridors. Mrs. Morton was quite shocked
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when they told her at dinner time how much
they had enjoyed peeking into the staterooms
where the doors were open.
"We saw all the trunks and hair-brushes
and some tan shoes, Mother," Honey Bunch
reported. "And there was a little boy brushing his teeth, too."
But it was down where the machinery was
hidden that proved the most exciting place
in their explorations. Honey Bunch expected to see an engine room that was hot
and steamy and dripping with oil and dirt.
She and Norman Clark had once passed a
factory, and they had peered down into the
basement and had seen half a dozen men
shoveling coal into great glowing red furnaces.
"That's the engine room," Norman had
told Honey Bunch. "Those engines make
'the power for all the machines in the factory.
And they run the elevators, too, and there
wouldn't be any factory if it wasn't for the
engine room."
But the engine room on Honey Bunch's
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Bermuda ship was a beautiful place-in its
own way it was as beautiful as the music
room. There was no dirt anywhere to be
seen-nothing but leavers and dials so highly
polished that you could see your face in them.
And there was a great de-al of white tile and
rows and rows of strange contrivances on the
wall, but each one looking as though some
one dusted it every morning.
"Looking us over, eh?" said the engineer,
coming over to the door as soon as he noticed
Honey Bunch and her daddy peering in.
He didn't look a bit like the engineers in
the factory, Honey Bunch thought. He was
spic and span from his head to his shining
shoes and whatever he did, he certainly didn't
shovel coal.
"We burn oil," said the engineer, when
Honey Bunch whispered to Daddy to ask
him who put the coal on the fire.
"Oil's much cleaner, and a clean ship is a
comfortable ship. Don't you want to come
in and see what makes a ship go?"
Honey Bunch did, of course, and that spic
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and span engineer showed them all the wonderful valves and levers and tubes that
helped to make the great engines run so
smoothly. You could hear them humming
away and they seemed to make light work of
the task of driving the ship forward.
"Put your hand on this,'' said the engineer
to Honey Bunch, taking her right hand and
placing it on one of his long silvery levers.
"Now turn it-this way-that's right.
You're running the ship now!"
Honey Bunch wanted to hop, but that
would never do while she was running a
ship. She must be very quiet and not move
her hand or, for all she knew, the ship might
turn a somersault.
"Daddy 1" she cried, glad that at least .3he
could speak. "Daddy, I'm helping make the
boat go l"
' And when the engineer said "All r:ightthat's enough," Honey Bunch lifted her
hand. What would Norman say when he
heard that she had actually helped make the
boat sail toward Bermuda?
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Her eyes shining, she said good-bye to the
engineer _and promised to come and see him
again and then, as Daddy said they ought to
go back to Mother, they climbed the stairs
to the promenade deck.
Mrs. Morton was just getting ready to go
down to their stateroom, she iaid, so Daddy
took her rug and Honey Bunch carried her
book and back they went to the funny little
room with the two windows that were really
portholes.
"I'm thirsty," said Honey Bunch, who
had seen a water cooler in the corridor.
"Couldn't I go and get a drink of water,
Mother?"
And when her mother said "yes," Honey
Bunch trotted off as though she had lived on
the ship a week and knew just where to find
everything she needed.

CHAPTER XI
THE

WRONG STATEROOM

HONEY BUNCH had quick eyes and a clear
little memory. She knew where she had seen
the water cooler and she turned to the left
at the end of the corridor, and there it
was.
But the paper cups were too high for her
to turn the handle which would release one,
and she was wondering whether she could
climb up on the cooler and whether, if she
did, it would tip over, when the young man
who had sat at their table at luncheon time,
saw her.
"Well, well, if it isn't my little flying-fish
friend 1" he said gaily.
, Honey Bunch smiled. She knew he was
Jteasing, but she didn't mind it. He had such
a merry smile, she didn't feel at all cross,
even if he did insist upon talking about flying
1'
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fish. There were no flying fish anywhere '
near the ship-Daddy had said so.
"Could you give me a paper cup?" Honey
Bunch asked politely.
_
"I certainly could-as sure as my name is
Lambie," said the young man, handing her a
paper cup.
"Isn't that an awful name?" he suggested.
14
1 hope yours is mud1: nicer."
"My name is Honey Bunch," Honey
Bunch explained. ''That is, every one calls
me that. My real name is Gertrude Marion
Morton."
"Let me get you a drink of water, Miss
Morton," said Mr. Lambie, and he made her
a very low and sweeping bow.
Honey Bunch dropped her best little
curtsey, and · suddenly some one began to
laugh.
"Ha-ha 1" laughed a fat man who was com ..
ing down the corridor-the carpet was so
thick his steps made no sound-"Ha-ha !
Ht-ha 1"
Now Honey Bunc'1 didn't like to be. ·

HoNEY BuNcH:

123

HER FIRST TRIP ON THE OCEAN

laughed at. No one really does. She swal•
lowed her cup of water in one hasty gulp and
ran-yes she did. She ran up one corridor
and down another, and never stopped till she
was out of sight of Mr. Lambie and the water
cooler and the fat man.
"I meant to take Mother a drink of water,"
thought Honey Bunch, when she was sure
she was too far away to hear the fat man
laughing. "Maybe she isn't thirsty, though.
I'll go back and ask her. I think I'd better
go back first."
She meant she thought she would ask
Mother if she were thirsty before she went
to the water cooler a second time. You see
Honey Bunch wasn't going to give the fat
man another chance to laugh at her.
It was a little confusing to find, after she
had decided to go back to the stateroom, that
all the doors looked exactly alike. She had
not noticed that when she had been going up
and down the corridors with Daddy Morton ..
Now every door that Honey Bunch saw
looked exactly like the dgor on either side-
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of it and all the doors on the opposite side
looked alike too.
"But I'll know our door when I see it,"
~aid Honey Bunch to herself. "I remember
how the numbers looked. n
And she was much relieved a few minutes
later to find the door she remembered.
She opened it wide, put in her yellow
head, and said :
"Mother , do you want a drink of water?',
Then she said: "Oh-ht Oh, my!"
For it wasn't the right stateroom at all I
There was a bright red box on the dresser
that Honey Bunch had never seen before.
And the green corduroy robe that hung over
the back of a chair certainly did not belong
to her mother.
"I think," said Honey Bunch to herself,
"I'd better look in another room."
But before she could close the door softly,
a. voice spoke to her.
"Hello!" Honey Bunch heard. "Come in
all the way. I want to see you."
Honey Bunch jumped, and looked toward
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the bed. Then! was a little girl about her
own age, sitting up and rubbing her eyes.
"Hello," said Honey Bunch shyly. "Are
you going to Bermuda? "
"Yes. Are you?" the Ii ttle girl answered. :
"I'm Bessie Markham and I'm going to Bermuda and so is my brother Billy and my
mother and my daddy."
Honey Bunch swung the door gently as
she listened.
"I'm Honey Bunch Morton," she announced. "And I haven't any brothers or
sisters, but I have a mother and a daddy.
They're going to Bermuda, too."
Bessie drew her knees up to her chin.
"Come on over and talk," she invited
Honey Bunch. "There's plenty of room on
the bed for us both."
"Did I wake you up?" asked Honey
Bunch, scramblin g up beside the little girl
who looked more awake every minute.
"I had to take a nap, Mother said, because
we didn't sleep much on the train last night,''
Bessie answered. "But I was through tak ..
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ing it before you opened the door. Mother
and Daddy and Billy are up on deck, I guess.
Where do you live, Honey Bunch? Did you
deep on the train?"
Then Honey Bunch told Bessie all about
Barham and the boys and girls she knew
there. She told her about Bobby and Tess,
too. And she explained that she had not
slept on the train when she came to New
York, because Barham wasn't as far away
as that.
"Well, we had to sleep on the train," said
Bessie. "We live in Ohio, and you have to
sleep on the train if you come to New York
from Ohio. Out where I live we go to school
in a bus. Billy goes and I'm going next
year."
Honey Bunch had never been to school, but
she had ridden on a Fifth Avenue bus and
she told Bessie about that. And she had had
a wonderful automobile tour, and had camped
out with her mother and daddy, and she told
Bessie all about that trip, too. When she
spoke of Uncle Lysander and her best doll,
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Eleanor, Bessie remembered that she had
brought her best doll with her.
"She's on top of the suitcase-wait a minute 1
and I'll get her," said Bessie. "Her name
is Marguerite Helen Caroline, but I call hert
Marguerite."
She jumped down from the bed and found
the suitcase hidden by one end of the green
corduroy robe.
"Here's Marguerite," Bessie announced,.
bringing Honey Bunch a very pretty doll
with blue eyes and golden hair and dressed
in a white dress with a blue and white
sweater.
"Eleanor isn't quite as tall as that," declared
Honey Bunch, "but I think her hair is
longer."
"Here's Mother 1" cried Bessie joyously, as·
some one came into the room.
"Mother, this is Honey Bunch," went on
Bessie. "She's going to Bermuda with her
1
mother and her daddy."
"I'm very glad to know you, Honey
Bunch," said Mrs. Markham, with a smile..
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"It's plain to be seen that you and my little
, girl are already friends."
i Then Honey Bunch remembered that her
• own mother must be wonderi ng where she
was.
"I thought this was our stateroom. I
thought our stateroom had a nine and a six
_on it," she explained. "I went to get a drink
of water and I was coming back. Bessie was
taking a nap when I opened your door."
"I suspect your own mother is worried
about you," said Mrs. Markham . "I know I
should be, if I missed my little daughte r on
board this great ship. Let's go and find your
stateroom, Honey Bunch."
Mrs. Markham said that Bessie might
come, too, and the three of them had not gone
far-Mrs . Markham said the thing to do was
to go to the purser's office and ask him what
number the Morton stateroom was-wh en
they met Mr. Lambie.
"Young lady, your father is hunting all
over for you," he greeted Honey Bunch.
"Aren't you lost, or somethin g?"
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Mrs. Markham said that Honey Bunch
wasn't exactly lost.
"She wandered into the wrong stateroom,"
1
she explained.
Then Mr. Lambie said that Mr. and Mrs.
Morton had stateroom number 69, and Mrs.
Markham said that their room was 96.
While they were still talking to Mr.
Lambie, Daddy Morton and the purser came
hurrying down the corridor.
"Why, Honey Bunch," cried her daddy,
"Mother has been so worried l I was just
about to look in the water cooler to see if you
had fallen inside it-I've been everywhere
else."
Honey Bunch laughed. She told about the
wrong stateroom and she introduced Mrs.
Markham and Bessie to Daddy and Mr.
Lambie who, for once, didn't tease her about
flying fish. And when she was safely back in
her own room, Mother was interested to hear'
about the new little friend and the doll Marguerite and Billy and Mr. and Mrs. Markham.
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When Daddy Morton wrote down "69"
and "96" on a piece of paper for her, Honey
Bunch suddenly understood why the wrong
I stateroom had looked like the right one to
her.
"You see, Daddy," she explained, "Six,
upside down, is nine; and nine, upside down,
is six. So they do look alike. I just got them
mixed."
At dinner that night Honey Bunch saw
Billy and his daddy. As soon as the Mortons
entered the dining-room, Bessie saw Honey
Bunch and nodded and smiled. Mrs. Markham spoke, too, but as they were on one side
of the room and the Mortons on the other,
the two little girls could not talk to each
other.
Mr. Markham looked like a jolly daddy
and Billy reminded Honey Bunch of Norman
Clark, the minute she saw him. He stared at
'1er almost every mouthful he took and Honey
Bunch was sure that Bessie had told him
about her.
If she couldn't talk to Bessie, she could
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talk to Mr. Lambie. He really had a great
deal to say. His uncle and aunt said that
"Charlie" was "a famous talker" and Mr.
Lambie declared that he had to live up to
his reputation. He teased a little, but he
could also tell Honey Bunch about Bermuda,
for he had been there before.
"I go for the onions," he said gravely.
"They're nourishing," agreed Honey
Bunch. "Mrs. Miller says so."
She had to tell Mr. Lambie about Mrs.
Miller after that, and she told him about
Lady Clare who would stay lost sometimes.
"She'll come home," said Mr. Lambie.
"Don't you know that old saying, 'The cat
came back'? Cats always do. ' 1
As soon as dinner was over, Honey Bunch
and her mother and daddy went into one of
the brightly lighted big rooms where there
were dozens of leather padded chairs to rest
in and where people sat and chatted if they
did not feel like taking a tramp around the
deck.
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Bessie was watching for Honey Bunch
and made a rush for her as soon as she saw
;her, and in a few minutes the Markhams and
the Mortons were introduced to each other
and were chatting like old friends.
"I think there's just time for a short walk
on deck before it is somebody's bedtime," said
Daddy Morton presently.
Honey ~unch and Bessie and Billy were
ready to go at once. As they stepped out on
deck, there was a sharp flash of lightning.
"Going to have a storm," they heard one
of the officers saying as he hurried past.
"I don't think we're going to have a storm,"
said Billy. "You can see the stars.';
Bessie was sure the officer was right and
Honey Bunch agreed with her, but Daddy
Morton said he thought the storm might not
reach them.
"I don't care if it does storm," Billy declared. "I like great big storms. I wouldn't
be seasick, no matter if it rained and thundered and lightened and snowed forever and
ever."
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"You would too be seasick," said his sister
scornfully.
But Billy insisted nothing could make him
seasick, and when Honey Bunch said goodnight and went away to bed, Billy was still
saying that he never would be seasick.
It was great fun -to get ready for bed in the
little bedroom. There wasn't a great deal of
space, but everything was neatly and handily
arranged and Honey Bunch might have forgotten she was on a ship if, just as she was
ready to jump into the little bed, the floor
hadn't wabbled l
Honey Bunch stood perfectly still.
"The-the floor tipped. Mother 1" she
whispered.
And, my goodness, it tipped again in an•
other minute. One of the bags began to slide
very slowly across the floor and Honey
Bunch stared at it in surprise.
"Looks like a storm," said Daddy Morton,
opening the door, for he had come to kiss
Honey Bunch good-night.
He lifted her into the little bed and cov-
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ered her up. She had every intention of
watching that bag slide across the floor.
Honey Bunch wanted to see if it would hit
the other wall, and she wanted to listen to
Daddy as he told Mother about the big
waves. But salt air makes people sleepy and
Honey Bunch was very sleepy indeed.
She closed her eyes and when she opened
them again it was to find herself falling out
of that comfortable little bed 1
She hit the floor with a thud, and was too
surprised even to cry.

CHAPTER XII
A STORM AT SEA

BUNCH found that the floor was
still "tipping." But before she could decide
what had happened to her, Daddy Morton
had lifted her in his arms and placed her
in the big bed with Mother.
"What happened to me?" asked Honey
Bunch.
As if in answer, there was a loud peal of
thunder and a sudden flare of light.
"It's a thunderstorm!" Honey Bunch cried,
wondering a little if the thunder had rolled
her out of bed.
It was rolling overhead now, great rum- bling mutterings that sounded as though the
1ky armies were angry.
"Yes, it's a thunderstorm," assented Daddy
Morton. "Probably the same storm we saw
off at sea last night. I'm going up on deck as
HONEY
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soon as I :finisli' dressing, and take a look
around."
It was only six o'clock, so Mother and
Honey Bunch decided they would stay in bed
till seven at least. They snuggled down together and listened to the thunder as it rolled
and watched the great flashes of lightning
that came in at the portholes.
"I hope we sha'n't be seasick," said Mrs.
Morton as Honey Bunch's father opened the
door, ready to go out and take a look at the
weather, as he said.
"No, we'll try to get along without being
sick," he answered. "Even the prospect of
unlimited ice-cream wouldn't make up to me
for a good dose of seasickness."
He dosed the door after him and Honey
Bunch must have had a little nap, in spite
of the storm, for when she turned over
and . sat up, there was Mother almost all
dressed.
Honey Bunch didn't have to ask if the 1
storm was over, for a tremendous crash of
thunder told her it was as bad as ever. The
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ship was behaving very strangely, too. It
was tippier than ever, and when Honey
Bunch slipped out of bed, she slid across the
floor for all the world like the suitcase the
night before.
Mother helped her dress and she had to
hold on the bureau with both hands, when
the time came to have her hair brushed. She
was ready for breakfast, though, when her
daddy came back. He told them that there
was a strong wind and a pretty "high sea"
but that the officers of the ship had laughed
when a passenger asked them if it wasn't a
bad storm.
"I suppose it takes a typhoon to make a
sailor notice the weather," said Daddy Morton. "I had all I could do to get around the
deck once, and if this is a sample of an ordinary storm, I think I'll stay ashore when they
have a big blow."
Honey Bunch had to know what a typhoon
was and while her daddy was explaining that
it was a wind and rain storm which ships in
the tropics often encountered and in which,
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sometimes, they were wrecked, they heard a
commotion outside their door.
1
"I'm so frightene d!" some one was saying. ·
"I'm scared to death! I'm always scared in 1
a thunderstorm. I never heard of a thunderstorm on the way to Bermuda . Nothing
would have induced me to set foot on this
boat if I had known we were going to have a
thunderstorm. I'm going down in the cellar
and stay till it is over."
"But there isn't a cellar. You can't hide,
if there isn't a cellar," another voice protested.
"That's Mr. Lambie! " cried Honey Bunch,.
and before her mother could stop her she had
opened the door.
Honey Bunch certainly stared when she
saw a very plump lady sitting on the floor
just outside the door. Honey Bunch had
always thought that only little girls and boys
sat on the floor. This lady was very, very fat
and she looked as though she had been crying
and, yes, she looked frightened, too.
"Good-m orning," said Mr. Lambie, jerking
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his tie with one hand and trying to help the
lady to her feet with his other hand.
"I won't get up unless you promise to take
me down cellar," said the lady firmly. "Oh,
my goodness gracious, list~n to that I"
She put both hands over her ears as a
terrific crash sounded, apparently directly
over their heads. Doors down the corridor
opened and several people ran out, calling
that they were going up on deck.
"There isn't any cellar on a ship," Mr.
Lambie repeated.
Honey Bunch was sorry for the fat lady
who was so unhappy.
"There's a baggage room," she said clearly.
"A baggage room?" Mr. Lambie asked.
"Where's that?"
"Daddy and I saw it yesterday," said
Honey Bunch. "It's 'way, 'way down in the
ship-at the bottom, you know. And it's
dark. It's as dark as any cellar. Some
·trunks are in there-she could go in and shut
the door and she wouldn't see the lightning
at all. Mrs. Miller goes in the cellar
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at home when it thunders and lightens."
"I gave Mrs. Miller credit for more
sense," said Mr. Lambie-only of course he
had never heard of Mrs. Miller till the night
before at dinner when Honey Bunch had told
him about her.
"If I get your sister, Miss Lewis, will you
go down to the baggage room in the hold and
stay?'' he said to the fat lady.
She nodded and began to wipe her eyes.
Mr. and Mrs. Morton and Honey Bunch
waited while Mr. Lambie ran down the corridor and tapped at a stateroom door. In a
few moments he was back, bringing another
plump lady with him. They helped the one
on the floor to her feet and then, one on each
side of him, Mr. Lambie started to find the
purser to ask if they could go in the room
in which the big trunks too large for the staterooms were kept and stay till the storm was
over.
The Mortons went down to the dining
saloon, and, in spite of the storm, many of
the passengers were there for breakfast. Mr.
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Lambie's uncle and aunt were already seated
and they told Honey Bunch that they had
been kept awake all night by the two plump
ladies who were sisters traveling alone.
"They seem to be mortally afraid of.
thunderstorms," said Mr. Lambie's aunt.
"They cried so much in the night I went in
to see what the matter was and they wouldn't
let me leave them after that. ,My husband
went and fetched my nephew this morning,
and he thought perhaps they would feel
better if they went into one of the parlors
and stayed."
"Poor Charlie l" laughed Mt:. Lambie's
uncle, buttering his toast as he talked. "Paula
got one sister dressed and started her off and
she sat down on the floor outside your door
and refused to budge unless Charlie would
promise to take her to the cellar."
Mr. Lambie came to the table before
Honey Bunch had finished her breakfast, and
though he was laughing, you could see that
he was a little cross, too.
"I don't see how any one can be so afraid
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.of a thunderstorm," he scolded. "Miss Lewis
didn't care how much the boat tossed aad no
matter if we ran into a gale, she wouldn't be
worried; but the noise of the thunder makea
her think that we are having the worst storm
ever met at sea."
Honey Bunch asked if the two sisters liked
the baggage room and Mr. Lambie said they
took to it, "like ducks to water."
('One of the stewards will take them some
breakfast and they'll have a wonderful time,
having hysterics in the dark," he said. "I
have you to thank for that suggestion, Honey
Bunch. I might be sitting on the floor outside your door yet, if you hadn't remembered
the baggage room."
Just as Honey Bunch and her mother and
'd addy wer,e leaving the dining-room, the
Markhams entered. Mrs. Markham said that
1
she had slept badly, but Bessie and Billy de. dared that they liked thunderstorms.
l "Let's go up on deck and play, afterward,"
•suggested Billy.
He meant after they had had their break-
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fast, Honey Bunch's daddy said he didn't believe there would be much playing done on
the deck that day.
"But you children will find plenty to amuse
y_2_u, I dare say," he smiled. "We'll wait for ·
you in the lounge, Billy."
Mrs. Morton had her knitting and she sat
down in one of the comfortable chairs while
Honey Bunch went as far as one of the companionways and peeped out with her daddy.
But she was glad to go back to the warm
dry room where her mother waited, for the
wind was cold and the salt air it blew into
her face and eyes seemed clammy.
"Where's Billy?" said Honey Bunch a few
minutes later.
For Bessie, carrying Marguerite, came into
the room all alone.
" He's seasick," explained Bessie. "Mother
and Daddy are taking care of him. He felt
funny as soon as he had had his breakfast."
"But he said he wouldn't ever be seasick!'' ~
Honey Bunch reminded her.
"I can't help it-I know he said that," ad-
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mitted Bessie. "But he's seasick now. Lots
of folks are seasick, too-the lady in the stateroom next to our says she is never going to
take another voyage as long as she lives."
Honey Bunch was very much surprised to
hear that Billy was seasick-seasick in bed,
as Bessie described him. He has been so sure
that he wouldn't be sick, no matter what kind
of weather they had, that Honey Bunch had
been sure, too.
And, wasn't it odd, Billy was the only one
in his family who was sick? Bessie was just
as well as usual and his daddy and mother
were all right, too. As for Honey Bunch, she
played all over the ship with Bessie and forgot about the weather for hours at a time, and
her daddy and her mother went down to the
baggage room to see the two frightened
sisters, and up on deck to see the ocean, and
they were not the tiniest bit seasick, either.
Honey Bunch and Bessie and Mr. Lambie
played dominoes for an hour or so and found
it most exciting for each time the ship lurched
their dominoes went sliding across the table
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and into their laps. Mr. Lambie said it
would be fun to play jackstraws while the
ship was tossing like that, but he didn't
have any jackstraws and neither did Honey
Bunch.
"Now we'll go and find your daddy and
ask him what he says to a walk around the
deck," said Mr. Lambie, presently.
They found Mr. Morton talking to Bessie's
father, and he was very willing to take a
tramp. It was still raining and blowing, but
the thunder had stopped and though the sea
was filled with choppy, angry-looking waves
that made the ship pitch and toss, the officer
they met as they went out told them that the
storm was over.
"We'll have a fin_e sunset to-night, see if
we don't," he predicted.
It was glorious fun to walk against that
wind, and Honey Bunch and Bessie were not
afraid of being blown off the deck-they were '
sure the wind was strong enough to blow
them right out to sea-because they walked
i~ the center, with the two daddies on one side

·

146

HONEY BUNCH:
HER FIRST TRIP ON THE OCEAN

and Mr. Lambie on the other. Very few
people were out on deck and those they met
,nodded and smiled at the two little girls to
show that they were glad to see such good
sailors.
After lunch Honey Bunch went in to see
Billy, who looked pretty white, but who insisted that he hadn't been seasick at all. He
said he had had a headache.
"Didn't you have a headach e?" he asked
Honey Bunch.
And when she had to say "no," he seemed
disappoi nted.
Honey Bunch and Bessie played papef
dolls and when they were tired of that, Mrs.
Morton read a story aloud to them. Just as
-she finished the story Bessie's mother came
to say that it was time for her to get ready for
dinner. Honey Bunch had to change her
;dress, too, and she was wonderi ng what
desserts there would be that night to chose
from when Daddy Morton hurried in and announced that he wanted her to see something.
"Hurry, Mother 1" he cried. "Bring your
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cape and come up on deck. You mustn't miss
this l"
Mrs. Morton picked up her white cape, and
she and Honey Bunch ran for the stairway.
As they stepped out on deck, Honey Bunch (
cried, "Oh-oh, look!" and her mother said
softly, "Why, David-how beautiful!"
"The officer did know about the weather I"
said Honey Bunch. "Shall I go down in the
baggage room and tell the fat lady to come
up?"

CHAPTER XIII
LAND-HO

No WONDER Honey Bunch wanted to tell
the fat lady to come out of the baggage room.
For the storm was truly over, and in the west
the heavy clouds had parted and gorgeous
long streaks of gold and crimson and orange
and rose, showed that the sun was setting.
"Lovely!" cried a dozen voices, and all the
people who had been frightened or who had
grumbled because it had rained all day,
crowded close to the rail, or flew down the
stairways to tell the seasick folk to come out
and see what beautiful weather had followed
the storm.
Honey Bunch and her daddy and mother
sat quietly until the wonderful colors had
faded. Then they went in to dinner, and Mr.
Lambie was there and he told Honey Bunch
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that the fat lady, Miss Lewis, and her sister
were feeling much better.
"Are they in the baggage room?" asked
Honey Bunch.
Mr. Lambie said no, that they had gone to
their stateroom and were having dinner there,
for they still felt "shaky."
"I felt shaky too, when the floor tipped,"
Honey Bunch confessed. "But as soon as it
stopped tipping, I wasn't shook."
Billy Markham didn't come to the dining
saloon for dinner, either, so Honey Bunch
supposed he was also shaky. His father and
mother and sister were there and Bessie told
Honey Bunch after dinner that she could stay
up half an hour later than usual.
"Ask your mother if you can stay up," said
Bessie.
"Why, yes, I suppose you may," Mrs. Morton answered, when Honey Bunch asked her.
"You look as bright as a button, Honey
Bunch, and I don't believe an extra half hour
will keep you from growing to-morrow."
Honey Bunch and her mother knew, you
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see, that children who go to bed early grow

more than the children who stay up late do.
That was the reason Honey Bunch had to
have her frocks made a little longer each
spring-because she went to bed early every
night and grew a little taller every day.
Bessie was delighted when she heard that
Honey Bunch could also stay up half an hour:
past the regular bed time, and Bessie knew
just what she wanted to do.
"Let's go where the music is," she suggested.
Somewhere some one was singing, and
Honey Bunch was as eager as Bessie to see
who it was. They pe~ped in at the door of
the large saloon-which was really a parlor
-and saw a young lady standing beside the
piano.
"'An, so fair 1'" sang the young lady.
"Why-why-" Honey Bunch sputtered,
much surprised, "Mr. Lambie is playing the
piano 1"
Then Bessie saw him, too.
Mr. Lambie sat on the piano bench and
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he was playing for the young lady to sing.
"We'll listen," said Honey Bunch, and she
and Bessie climbed quietly into two chairs.
The young lady finished her song and Mr.
Lambie turned over the music.
"Suppose we try this-" he said.
The music began to ripple and Honey
Bunch knew the song at once. It was one she
had often heard over Ida Camp's radio. It
was Ned's radio, really, but he sometimes
asked his little sister and Honey Bunch to
enjoy it with him.
The young lady sang the song through and
several people came in to listen.
"Do you__think," whispered Bessie, "she
·
sings soprano or bass?"
"I don't know," Honey Bunch returned
doubtfully. "It sounds like both, doesn't
it?"
But they liked the music and when the
young lady began another song she looked
straight at them as though she were singing
to them. Honey Bunch smiled and the singer
smiled, too. And, as soon as she had finished,

1
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she leaned over and whispered something to
Mr. Lambie.
He turned quickly and saw Honey Bundi
and Bessie.
"Hello I" he said. "Come over and let me
introduce you."
Bessie hung back, but Honey Bunch took
her by the hand and led her over to the piano.
"Miss Carlisle," said Mr. Lambie, "this
is Miss Honey Bunch Morton. And this is
Miss Bessie Markham, and they're going to
Bermuda."
Miss Carlisle sat down on the piano bench
and put one arm around Honey Bunch and
the other around Bessie.
"Aren't you going to sing any more?" asked
Honey Bunch.
"Did you enjoy Miss Carlisle's singing?"
Mr. Lambie said, before the young lady could
answer.
"Oh, it was lovely!" said Honey Bunch.
Bessie didn't say anything. Honey Bunch
decided she must be like Ida Camp, Ida
never had anything to say when there were
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strangers around, though she could talk just
as fast as Honey Bunch, if she happened to
be with people she knew very well.
"I think," said Mr. Lambie, "you and
Bessie ought to sing a song for Miss Carlisle."
"Yes-" the young lady nodded her head
and the pretty band of brilliants in her hair
nodded and winked as though they agreed.
"Yes, I can't do all the singing, you know.
I wish you would sing for me."
Honey Bunch glanced at Bessie. That
small girl was scowling, but that wasn't because she was cross. No, Bessie wasn't cross
-she was merely afraid she would have to
sing and she was so frightened that she found
her tongue then and there.
"We don't know any songs," stammered
Bessie.
"Oh, you must! I never knew a little girl
~ho didn't know a song to sing," Miss Carlisle protested. "Don't you know 'The Two
Little Buttercups'?"
"Perhaps," said Honey Bunch sedately,
"Mr. Lambie can't play it."
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"Yes, he can," Mr. Lambie assured her,
with a grin. "If you and Bessie can sing it,
Mr. Lambie can play it."
Honey Bunch knew that Bessie knew the
words of the song, for she had heard her singing it to her doll, Marguer ite, that very morning. Honey Bunch knew the words, tooher mother had taught them to her.
Mr. Lambie played the first few bars of
the pretty tune and Honey Bunch saw Bessie'9
foot tapping on the floor.
"Come on-we can sing it," said Honey
Bunch.
Mr. Lambie went back to the opening bars
and when he nodded, Honey Bunch began te
sing. Bessie hesitated an instant, then she
joined in. It was a gay and rollickin g little
tune, and the song was all about two buttercups that looked like solid gold to a little girl
who was picking flowers.
"She picked a buttercu p that grew,
But greedily she asked for two.
'I'm going to hide this gold away
And come and get some every day,'~
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sang Honey Bunch and Bessie. There were
three more verses, and in the very last one, the
.little girl found all her buttercups wilted and
she had to throw them away. So she decided
that it is wiser to enjoy lovely flowers and not
think too much about picking every one.
Honey Bunch had been so interested in the
music that she had forgotten about the other
passengers. She and Bessie were facing the
piano, and they had not seen the people
crowding in to the saloon to listen. But, as
they finished their song, such a handclapping
sounded that Honey Bunch whirled around
to look.
The room was filled with passengers and
some were standing in the doorway 1
"Encore 1" called the fat man who had
laughed at Honey Bunch when he saw her
make a curtesy to Mr. Lambie the day before.
"E1;1core 1"
But Honey Bunch pressed more closely to
Miss Carlisle and Bessie made every one
laugh by dashing out of the room at top speed.
She never stopped until she was under the
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pillows on her bed in her own stateroom.
After that Daddy Morton came up and
said it was bedtime and Honey Bunch said
good-night to Miss Carlise and Mr. Lambie>
and trotted off thankfully. She liked to sing,
but she didn't want to sing when there were
so many people listening.
As Honey Bunch undressed slowly, while
Mother went about the stateroom packing
away the things they wouldn't need, for in
. the morning they would reach Hamilton, she
kept staring at the portholes. She always
thought of them as windows. And she
wanted to see out of them.
The chance came when Mrs. Markham
tapped on the door and asked Honey Bunch's
mother if she would come into her room for
a moment to look at her knitting. Mrs. Morton could always tell what was wrong with
any kind of knitting and she could find mistakes.
"I'll be right back, Honey Bunch. See if
you can't be ready for bed," said her mother.
As soon as the door closed, Honey Bunch

HONEY BUNCH:

157

HER FrnsT Tn1P ON THE 0CBAN

dragged a chair over to one of the portholes
and climbed upon it. She put her head out
of the opening and took a long sniff.
M'm, but it was nice. The air was warm
and salty and she could see the dark sky
spangled with bright stars.
But suddenly, without warning, something
wet and cold slapped her harshly, and stinging salt filled her eyes and mouth.
Poor Honey Bunch choked and coughed
and spluttered and hastily drew back. She
was just climbing down from the chair when
her mother opened the door.
Mother had to laugh when she saw the
dripping little face, but she mopped Honey
Bunch's eyes with a soft towel and explained
that a wave often dashed against the portholes
and that if small girls would persist in putting their heads out, they must expect to swallow some of the ocean.
Honey Bunch had no more curiosity abou<
portholes and she went to bed and slept
"like a top," as her daddy told her the next
morning. This time she didn't fall out of
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bed, either, for the sea was much calmer.
The sun was flooding the deck when Mter
breakfast Honey Bunch and her mother and
daddy went up "to see Bermuda."
The ocean was blue and sparkling and the
air so clear that Honey Bunch decided they
could have seen New York if they had been
facing the other way. She and Billy had
planned to shout "Land-ho l" when they saw
Bermuda, but when they did actually see the
land, they were both too much interested in
watching what was going on to remember
their pla_n.
Some of the passengers were going to St.
George, and a fussy little steamer came for
them. Billy was almost sure some one would
fall overboard as they went from the big ship
to the smaller vessel, but no one did. St.
George could be seen from the deck, and the
Miss Lewis and her sister who had been so
frightened in the thunderstorm , were going
there. But the majority of the passengers
stayed on the ship, and presently they were
·s teaming on again toward Hamilton.
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"Is that Bermuda?" asked Honey Bunch,
when she saw a long wharf and back of it,
rows of houses.
"St. George is one of the Bermuda Isands, ,1
too," her daddy explained. "So this is really
not your first glimpse of Bermuda, dear."
Honey Bunch had secretly hoped she
would have to climb from one ship to another, but to her surprise they kept on, just
as the ferryboats in the Hudson River did,
and when they touched the long wharf, men
were waiting there to tie the ship fast.
When this was at last accomplished, with
much laughing and talking and cheerful
bustle, the stream of passengers was passing
over the gangplank and Honey Bunch found
herself standing with Mother before a line of
horses and carriage~.
"Huh, not a single automobile I" said Billy,
in disgust.
"But they have horses and carriages,"
Honey Bundi reminded him.
"And boats," Bessie added.
The Markhams were going to the same
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hotel as the Mortons, so when they saw a bus
large enough to take them in comfortably,
they were glad to take possession of the shiny
leather seats.
"Now-" said Honey Bunch with satis~
faction, as the driver clucked to his horses
and they shook their heads and started
forward in a leisurely trot, "now we've really
begun I"

:C HAPTER XIV
BERMUDA DAYS

BILLY recovered from his disappointmen1

at seeing no automobiles-he had refused to
believe any one who tried to tell him there
were no motor cars in the Bermudas-as the
horses took them at a steady trot over the
white road.
"The road's white and the buildings are
white," said Honey Bunch, blinking, for the
sunshine was dazzling.
"This is a road made of coral," her mother
told her. "And the houses-well, we'll have
to ask Daddy about the houses."
"I believe the houses are built of white
limestone," said Daddy Morton. "What is
it, Honey Bunch?"
"I don't see how a road can be made of
coral," said Honey Bunch, wrinkling hcrf
forehead as she sometimes did when she was
161
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thinking. "Ida Camp has a white coral necklace, Daddy."
"Huh, it isn't that kind of coral, is it?"
Billy cried scornfully.
"It happens to be just that kind of coral,
crushed to powder, Son," his daddy told
him. "After you and Honey Bunch have
seen the coral growing, you'll be able to
understand more clearly."
The hotel was about half a mile from the
· wharf and Billy was clamoring for something to eat before they reached it.
"I guess," said Honey Bunch to Bessie, as
they went up the wide front steps of the
hotel and into the cool, pleasant hall, "when
you have been shaky, you feel hungry afterward."
Honey Bunch didn't say Billy had been
seasick-s he knew he did not like to hear
· any one say that. So she said he had been
· shaky, and Billy liked that much better.
Rooms had been arranged for beforehand,
so it did not take long for the travelers to get
settled.
1
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Billy didn't have to wait long for his
lunch, and as soon as all had :finished, Daddy
Morton suggested that he and Honey Bunch
and Mother go for a drive.
"I'll be busy to-morrow morning," he ex-"i
plained, "and we ought to enjoy this bright
afternoon together."
The Markhams were not going out-Mrs.
Markham expected to hear from some
friends and she had to stay in the hotel in case
they telephoned-but Honey Bunch and her
mother were eager to see Bermuda.
"Guess where we're going, Honey Bunch?"
said her daddy, when they were comfortably
settled in the carriage he had hired and the
tall gray horse was clumping along more
swiftly than gracefully.
"To see the coral," said Honey Bundi
promptly.
"Why, Honey Bunch Morton, we have to
go in a boat to see the coral 1" her daddy declared, pretending to be shocked. ''I thought
you knew that I Coral doesn't grow on land.
No, we're going to see something that Mrs. ,,

"I'
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Miller likes. You told me she thought they
were nourishing.
"Onions 1" shouted Honey Bunch, and the
colored driver laughed while the horse
pricked up his ears to listen.
"Yes, onions," Mrs. Morton said, kissing
her little girl. "We're going to see an onion
farm-if you and Daddy don't fall out of
the carriage before we get there."
Honey Bunch laughed, for she had
bounced when she thought of the onions, and
Daddy had caught her and pretended she was
falling over the side of the carriage. But of
course they only acted like that when they
were excited.
Honey Bunch had never seen an onion
farm. She rather thought-if she had ever
thought how onions grew-that she would
see them as she did at the store when she
went marketing with Mother. You know
how onions in a store look-all nicely sorted
in baskets, the yellow ones in one basket, the
silver ones in another, and the great big Ber- ,
muda onions in a wooden tray.
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But when they reached the onion farm or
plantation, Honey Bunch discovered that
onions grow in the fields, just as do potatoes
and beets and all the other vegetables she had
seen in her Uncle Rand's garden, when she
visited her Cousin Stub.
There were acres and acres of onions growing and the tall green spikes looked like rows
of green wands. Honey Bunch wished that
the washerwoman could be there to see the
fields, and when the man who took them over,
the farm offered her an enormous onion,
Honey Bunch declared she meant to save it
for Mrs. Miller.
From the onion farm they drove, ''the long
way around," to the hotel, and Honey Bunch
saw the most gorgeously colored flowers and
the loveliest trees she had ever seen. Everything in Bermuda seemed to be brightcolored-trees, and flowers, and the white
houses and roads made them seem brighter
by contrast
There was a scarlet flower that Daddy said
was the hibiscus, and lovely pink and white
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flowers with pointed, dark leaves, that were
called oleanders. These grew taller than
Daddy Morton and were high above Honey
Bunch's head. That very night she sent a
postal to Ida Camp, showing a picture of the
oleanders.
"Oh, my, we could have a soda fountain,"
said Honey Bunch, when the driver began
to point out the banana plantations and some
orange and lemon and lime trees to her.
ccN orman Clark could have a soda fountain
stand down here."
It was Norman Clark's ambition, so he had
told Honey Bunch, to grow up and have a
soda fountain stand.
"What about the lilies?" asked Mrs. Morton, as they turned into the street that would
bring them to the hotel.
"Well, ma'am, I could take you to a lily
farm, but you won't see any flowers in bloom
just now," the driver explained. "They
bloom at Easter time. But you can see how
they grow, if you've a mind to."
Mrs. Morton said perhaps they would
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drive to the lily farm another time, and she
thought they had done enough for that day.
Honey Bunch thought so, too, and she was
quite willing to go to bed early.
She and Daddy Morton were out before
breakfast the next day and they had a walk
along the water front before Mrs. Morton
came downstairs. Their hotel faced the
water, and from the porches one could watch
the sea and the boats, but Honey Bunch and
her daddy liked to walk and they said "goodmorning" to every one they met.
.. They saw a little boy fishing, and Honey
Bunch was very much interested.
"I should think, Daddy, that those fish
wouldn't let themselves be caught. Why,
they can look right out of the water and see
that boy bait his hook l When Mrs. Miller
took me fishing at home we couldn't see the
fish like this."
They found Mr. Lambie on the wharf,
1
and he said he had a "Bermuda question" to
ask Honey Bunch.
"Every one I've seen has said this to me,
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so I'll ask you," he declared. "Have you
seen the Sea Gardens, Honey Bunch?"
"What do I say, Daddy?" Honey Bunch
whispered.
· "Yo.u say, 'No, I haven't seen the Sea Garo.ens yet, Mr. Lambie, but I expect to this
morning,' " said Daddy Morton, whispering
solemnly in Honey Bunch's ear.
So she told Mr. Lambie that she expected
to go to the Sea Gardens that morning and he
said he had promised to take his Aunt Paula>
too.
''My uncle will be busy," he added.
Honey Bunch said that her daddy was going to be busy, too, and Mr. Lambie and she
decided that it was too bad any one should
have to be busy in Bermuda.
"You can have such a wonderful time,
doing nothing," said Mr. Lambie.
"Then it's lucky we intend to stay only a
few days," Daddy Morton smiled. "We
won't have a chance to get too lazy."
He and Honey Bunch and Mr. Lambie
walked back to the hotel and found Ma.
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Morton talking to the Markhams and to Mr.
Lambie's uncle and aunt. Every one, it
1
seemed, who did not have a busine!s engagement in Hamilton, was going to the Sea
'Jardens.
"Where's the horse and carriage?" asked
Honey Bunch, as soon as breakfast was over
and she and Bessie and Billy were waiting
for the older folk to come out on the front
porch.
"We don't want a horse and carriage,"
Billy announced. "We go in a boat."
"To gardens?" asked Honey Bunch doubtfully, beginning to think that- Bermuda was
a topsy-turvy land.
"Yes, we do, Honey Bunch," Bessie said
kindly. "I thought it sounded funny myself,
but M_o ther told me. These Sea Gardens
are where the coral grows, and of course
~ that's in the water."
1
"Oh," said Honey Bunch, but she didn't
exactly understand, even then.
Presently her daddy and her mother and
Mr. and Mrs. Markham and Mr. Lambie
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and his aunt came out and a dozen or so people who were staying at the hotel.
"There I That's the boat we go in!" Billy
cried, pointing to a motor boat that had not
been tied at the wharf when Honey Bunch
and her daddy had taken their before-breakfast walk.
It looked to Honey Bunch like the boat
that met the ship to take off passengers for
'st. George, and Honey Bunch half expected
to find Miss Lewis and her sister on deck.
But the fat lady wasn't there, and as soon as
the motor boat-th at is what it was, a gasoline motor launch- was under way Honey
Bunch and Bessie and Billy were so busy
waving to Daddy Morton who stood on the
dock and shouted to Honey Bunch to bring
him a seaweed flower, that they forgot poor
Miss Lewis.
"What is a seaweed flower?"' asked Honey
Bunch curiously.
"Daddy is teasing again," her mother answered. "Mercy, isn't this the brightes t sunshine! I do believe you're going to have
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some brown freckles on your nose, Honey
Bunch."
Honey Bunch tried to see her nose, but
couldn't. However, she didn't mind freckles
and she and Bessie and Billy stood close to
... the rail all the way to the Gardens . and let
the sun pour over them. It was a five-mile
sail, Mr. Lampie told them, and he also said
that they would find a surprise when they
came to the Gardens.
"No, don't ask me what it is," he said mys ..
teriously. "I never spoil a surprise by telling. You'll see all in good time."

CHAP TER XV
l.OST THINGS ARE FOUND

"I'LL know it when I see it," Billy said

\

confidently.
He told Honey Bunch that he always knew
a surprise when he saw it, and uSllally he
could guess ahead what it was going to be.
"Guess this one then," said Honey Bunch
eagerly, but Billy explained that he wasn't
used to Bermuda.
Home, he told her, he could guess a surprise easily, but a strange place made a great
difference.
After all, it was Bessie who saw the surprise first.
"Boats 1" they heard her cry. "More
boats. Look at the boats, Honey Bunch. I
bet we'll have to go in more boats to see the11
Sea Gardens l"
' Bessie was right. These small boa ts were
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waiting for the launch passengers and Honey
Bunch had been helped by a negro hand from
the big boat to a smaller one and was sitting
in the new boat pefore she made an impor..,
tant discovery.
The boat had a glass bottom I
"Mother l" whispered Honey Bunch, "wf.
can see right through the boat!"
"That's the way we'll see the Gardens
growing under water, dear," Mrs. Morton
explained.
Mrs. Markham and Billy and Bessie were
in the same boat with Honey Bunch and her
mother, but Mr. Lambie and his aunt had
gone in another. The glass-bottom boat was the
surprise Mr. Lambie had meant and at first
the three children could talk of nothing else.
"Does it slide up and down like a window,
do you think?" Billy suggested. "Perhaps
they let the water in, a little at a time."
"Why would they let the water in?" demanded Bessie.
"Oh, fish would come in, too," Billy said.
"Maybe that is a good way to catch fish."
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"It's a good way to sink a boat," declare d
a man at the oars who had overhea rd him.
t,N o, sir, we don't slide anythin g up and
down. This boat is water-t ight."
"Why didn't we have glass floors in the
ship that brough t us from New York?"
Honey Bunch suggested.
T~1en the man explain ed that a glass-bottomed boat wouldn 't be any good to the passen_gers who came on that trip.
"The water wouldn 't be clear enough for
you to see a thing, most of the time," he said.
"Down here the water is like crystal and you
can see wonder ful sights."
"I see them now P' cried Honey Bunch.
"Mothe r, Mother ! I see flowers l"
"That's coral growin g," the sailor told her.
"Coral and sponges. Take a good look here
-the water is more than five fathoms deep
at this place."
And just as he might have expected, three
little voices asked :
"What is a fathom ?"
"A fathom ," said the man, who must have
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liked to answer questions, "is six feet. So all
you have to do is to multiply six by five, and
you'll know how deep the water is."
"Let Billy do it," said Bessie hastily. "I
haven't had arithmetic, and neither has
Honey Bunch."
"Maybe it's different in Bermuda," murmured Billy.
. "I'll tell you," the man offered. "Five
fathoms is about thirty feet. That isn't so
deep, compared to some parts of the ocean,
but it is wonderful to be able to see that far.
You couldn't, only the water here is very
clear."
The Sea Gardens, seen through the bottom
of the boat, were like a fairy forest. The
coral grew in long branches that seemed to
wave and which were beautiful colors, rose
and white and even lavender. Some of the
sponges were yellow, and Honey Bunch al- ·
most expected to see a nice Ii ttle cake of soap
with each sponge, but of course cakes of soap
do not grow in the ocean. The seaweed grew
in fan shapes, and these swept gracefully back
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and forth, as though some wind was blowing
across the floor of the ocean.
''Fish!" Billy cried suddenly. "I see
fish I"
So did every one else. And such beautiful
fis h! Honey Bunch had seen plenty of goldfish at home, but these swiftly darting creatures seemed to be all colors of the rainbow.
They sparkled and glittered and dashed
about until Honey Bunch was reminded of
the way the light shone on the strings of beads
Tess had kept in her "jewel box." These fish
looked as though they migh~ be set with
rubies and diamonds and bands of gold and
silver.
"I wish I could catch some and take them
home," sighed Billy.
But Mrs. Morton said they wouldn't be
happy in a glass bowl, and Bessie reminded
her brother of the "Buttercup Song" and the
girl who had tried to pick all the flowers.
Bessie said it was just as selfish to want to
pick fish, though Billy laughed at that.
Honey Bunch said sensibly that he couldn't
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catch them anyway, so Billy decided to be
contented with looking.
Although Honey Bunch did not have a
seaweed flower for her daddy when she came
back to the hotel, she had a great deal to tell
him and he said he didn't miss the flower at
all.
Such busy days followed that visit to the
Sea Gardens I There was something to do,
or something to see, every minute of each day.
They drove to the lily farm, to please Mrs.
Morton, and even though no flowers were in
bloom, they found it a beautiful place, with
a lake surrounded by fields of lily plants. At
Easter time, when these plants would be covered with white lilies, it would be still lovelier.
Daddy Morton declared that he wanted to
have a water picnic, and Honey Bunch said
she did, too, though she hadn't the slightest
idea what kind of a picnic ~hat was. It
proved to be a sail in a lovely white-winged
boat, with a basket luncheon to eat and a
pilot who had lived all his life in the Ber-
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mudas and could answer all questions about
the five islands.
Honey Bunch wanted to go bathing, so
they spent one morning on the beach and the
water was as warm-so she said-as that in
the bathtub at home. The sand was lovely,
too, and Honey Bunch and Bessie and Billy
ran races and were sorry when they had to
-come out and dress for luncheon.
Then, the day before they were to sail for
home, Honey Bunch and her mother and
daddy visited the beautiful Cathedral and
Parliament House and saw the Governor's
house with the Union Jack flying above it.
Honey Bunch wondered why she did not see
the American flag, and her daddy explained
to her that the Bermudas belong to the
English nation and that most of the people
living on the islands are British subjects.
She had sent postals to all the girls and
boys on Grove Street the day after she
reached Bermuda, so they would know she
had not forgotten them. But Honey Bunch
had planned to take a little gift home to Ida
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Camp and something to Norman Clark. So
she and Mother spent a delightful afternoon
in the shops.
They chose a spray of coral for Ida and 1
another for Tess, and for Norman and
Bobby, sponges, because Mrs. Morton was
sure they would be interested in them when
Honey Bunch could tell them that she had
seen sponges growing in the ocean.
Thinking about Bobby made Honey
Bunch remember that she had not used the
kite he had given her, and she and Billy and
Bessie went out that evening, after dinner, to
fly it.
It soared into the air and Billy was running with it, to give it a better start, he said,
when one of the pieces of string came untied
and away went the kite.
"I think it's just as well," Daddy Morton
said, when Honey Bunch told him what had
happened. "That ball of string was a great
nuisance and we won't miss it at all, going
home. Give it to the porter, and he can use.it when he is tying up bundles."

180

HONEY BUNCH:
HER FIBBT TRIP ON THE OCEAN

The ship was to sail for New York the next
day and Honey Bunch and her mother went
directly to their room after the kite had flown
away, to begin packing. Honey Bunch
dearly loved to help pack. She thought that
half the fun of traveling was to pack bags
and trunks and then, when she was home
again, to unpack them.
"Shall we put the presents in the trunk,
Mother, or in your bag?" she asked, patting
the parcels that were the gift~ for Ida and
Norman and the twin cousins.
"Oh, I think in the trunk, dear," her
mother said. "We'll have to open the bag
so often on board ship. Put the packages in,
the trunk tray, and then you'll know exactly
where to find them."
Honey Bunch put her parc'els in the tray
of the trunk, and then sc~ambled up on the
bed to watch her mother put things in the
bag.

"These are soiled handkerchiefs--put
them in the trunk for Mother, will you,
dear?" said Mrs. Morton.
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Honey Bunch took the J;iandkerchiefs and
a little pink one-one of hers-dropped to
the floor. She picked it up and out of it
rolled something round and shining.
"Mother I" Honey Bunch fairly shouted,
she had such wonderful news to tell.
"Mother, look t It's the gold locket! It's
the lovely gold locket that belongs to Tess-the one her grandmother gave her."
The locket had rolled under the bed, but
Honey Bunch had seen it before it disappeared. She was sure she couldn't be mistaken. And, when she had crawled under
the bed and found the locket hiding at the
very edge of the rug, in the darkest corner,
she knew she had been right.
"Mother, how could it get in my handker•
chief?" asked Honey Bunch, while she
watched her mother put the locket carefully
away in a small white box.
"The handkerchief must have been on the
bed, and when you looked for the locket some
one picked up the hanky and thrust it into
the bag, I think," said Mrs. Morton. "Yes,
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that must have been the way it happened.
Won't Tess be delighted to have her locket
again?"
"I s'pect she'll let her mother keep it for
her now," said Honey Bunch.
"I imagine she will," replied Honey
Bunch's mother.
And that was just what Tess said when
Honey Bunch gave her the precious little
token the moment they were in the taxicab,
riding from the New York pier to the apartment house.
Bermuda was left behind by that time, of
course. Honey Bunch had had to say goodbye to Bessie and Billy and to Mr. Lambie
and his uncle and aunt and Mr. and Mrs.
Markham, for all these kind friends were
staying for another week.
Though the little girl was sorry she had
had to leave them, she was going to make new
friends soon when she was to go far away
from the ocean. The story is called "Her
First Trip West."
She and her daddy and mother stayed only
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one night in New York, and the next morning found them speeding away on the train
which would take them to Barham.
1
"Mrs. Miller is to have the house openI wrote to her," said Mrs. Morton, as they
stepped off the train at the familiar station.
Daddy Morton called a taxi. It was the
one they had used the day they Wt;t1t away
and the driver remembered Honey Bunch
and asked her how she liked Bermuda. Then
in a few minutes they were t.orning into
Grove Street and there was Norman Clark,
skating wildly on roller skates. He was so
busy skating he didn't see them.
"Here's Mrs. Miller," said Daddy Mor•
ton, as the taxi drew up before the house.
Mrs. Miller was waj ting and she carried
a basket. The moment she saw that basket,
Honey Bunch guessed what was in it.
"Lady Clare l'' she cried. "Did Lady
Clare come back, Mrs. Miller?"
"Just last night," said Mrs. Miller, lifting
the lid of the basket a trifle, to let Honey
Bunch have a peep. "I've made her stay in

'"~-'t~mn basket ever s1 ce to she'd

hen you came-"

be on

·Jill•~"

''We find all the lost things, don't we, M
Mil r ?" Honey Bunch suggeste4 happil;
"Tess's locket came back, and here • La
Clare."
"And here you are," said Mrs. Miller,
~1-:-,awll· ing. "We'll have to call th. our 1 ~

day, lf•ney Bunch."
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HONEY BUNCH BOOKS
by Helen Louise Thorndyke
, Honey Bunch is a dainty, thoughtful little girl, and to

[ lnow her is to take her to your heart at once. Littk girls
-everywhere will want to discover what interesting e»perci" ,
ences she is having wherever she goes.
HONEY BUNCH:
JUST A LITTLE GIRL
HER FIRST VISIT TO THE CITY
HER FIRST DAYS ON TIIE FARM
HER FIRST VrsIT TO THE SEASHORE
HER FIRST LITTLE GARDEN
HER FIRST DAY IN CAMP
HER FIRST AUTO TOUR
HER FIRST TRIP ON THE OC'E/tN
HER FIRST TRIP WEST
HER FIRST SUMMER ON AN ISLAND
HER FIRST TRIP ON THE GREAT LAKES
HER FIRST TRIP IN AN AEROPLANE
HER FIRST V1s1T TO THE Zoo
HER FIRST Bro ADVENTURE
HER FIRST BIG PARADE
HER FIRST LITTLE MYSTERY
HER FIRST LITTLE CIRCUS
HER FIRST LITTLE TREASURE HUNT
HER FIMT LITTLE CLUB
HER FIRST TRIP IN A TRAILER
HER FIRST TRIP TO A BIG FAIR
HER FIRST TWIN PLAYMATES
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THE MARY JANE SERIES
By CLARA INGRAM JUDSON
Each Volume Complete in Itself.

Take a trip with Mary Jane. She is the heroine of this popular
series for young girls. You'll find her a charming traveling
companion. Her good nature, her abounding interest in her
friends and surroundings, and her fascinating adventures both
at home and abroad ha vc endeared her to thousands all over
; the country.
MARY JANE-HER BOOK
MARY JANE-HER VISIT
MARY JANE'S KINDERGARTEN
MARY JANE DOWN SOGTH
MARY J.rt.NE'S CITY HOME
MARY JANE IN NEW ENGLAND
MARY JANE'S COUNTRY HOME
MARY JANE AT SCHOOL
MARY JANE IN CANADA
MARY JANE'S SUMMER FUN
MARY JANE'S WINTER SPORTS
MARY JANE'S VACATION
MARY JANE IN ENGLAND
MAR.Y JANE IN SCOTLAND
MARY JANE IN FRANCE
MARY JANE IN SWITZERLAND
MARY JANE IN ITALY
MARY JANE IN SPAIN
MARY JANE'S FRIENDS IN HOLLAND

GROSSET & DUNLAP

: Publishers
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Stories of Fun and Friendship

THE MAIDA BOOKS
by INEZ HAYNES IRWIN
MAIDA'S LI'ITLE SHOP
In a darling little shop of her own Maida makos many '
fricndi with the school children who buy her fascinating
wares.
MAIDA'S LITTLE HOUSE
All of her friends spend a happy summer in Maida"s pttfect
little house that has everything a child could wish for.

MAIDA'S LITTLE SCHOOL
1'hree delightful grownups come to visit and the children ·
study many subjects without knowing that they arc really
"going to school."

MA.IDA'S LITI'LB ISL.A.ND
Great is the joy of the Big Eight when Maida' s father takes
them for a vacati.oa to Spe&tacks, where exploring the island
provides endless fun and many thrilling adventures.
MAIDA'S LITILE CAMP
High in the Adirondacks the four boys and four girls of the
Big Eight spend a glorious month of fun and discovery.
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THE
LITTLE INDIA N SERIES
by David Cory
the thrill of

The beauty of Indian legend -

Indian adventure - the poetry of the lndian~s
religion, and, above all, the sturdy manhood and
the idealism of the Indian boy will be an inspim,
tion to every child.
LITTLE INDIAN

WHITE OTTER
RED FEATHER
STAR MAIDEN

LONE STAR
RAVEN WING
HAWK EYE

CHIPPEWA TR.Aft
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THE BOBBSEY
TWINS BOOKS
By LAURA LEE HOPE
The delightful and amusing adventures of the Bobbsey Family endear
these stories to small children.
The Bobbsey Twins
In the Country
At the Seashore
At School
At Snow Lodge
On a Houseboat
At Meadow Brook
At Home
In a Great City
On Blueberry Island
On the Deep Blue Sea
In Washington
In the Great West
At Cedar Camp
At the County Fair
Camping Out
And Baby May
Keeping House
At Cloverbank
At Cherry Corners
And Their Schoolmates
Treasure Hunting
At Spruce Lake
Wonderful Secret
At the Circus
On An Airplane Trip
Solve a Mystery
On a Ranch
In Eskimo Land
In a Radio Play
At Windmill Cottage
At Lighthouse Point
At Indian Hollow
At the Ice Carnival
GROSSET & DUNLAP,
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Three Stories of Fun and Friendshi p

THE MAID A BOOK S
by INEZ HAYNES IRWIN

MAIDA'S LITTLE SHOP
In a darling little shop of
her own Maida makes many
friends with the school children who buy her fascinating
wares.

MAIDA'S LITTLE HOUSE
All of her friends spend a
happy summer in Maida's
perfea little house that has
everything a child could wish
for.

MAIDA'S LITTLE SCHOOL
Three delightful grownups come to visit and the
children study many subjects
without knowing that they are
really "going to school."
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